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T O 



My Efteem'd Frue-hd 

THOMAS BOTE LER, E/f*, 




^ . ^ OU /ja've a natural Right to this Piece, fince 

a i^^pl^S^ hy your Advice 1 attempted the Re<vi vai of it 
p^v y 'with Alterations. 'Notbiftg hut the Po'wer of 

/IW| your Ptrfuajionsy and mjf Zeal for all the 
f^|i3^y(^|S^ J2#flMM/ (/'.Shakefpear, tmCd ha^ wot^tt 
^^^V^ w U foMianVtidntaldng. Ifwndtbat ih$- 
'NW'medtlling of this Story nuoitd force me fomeftmes me the 
difficult Tajk of making the cbiefeft Per fans fpe^k fomcthing like 
their Characters^ on Matter nxjhereof 1 had no Ground in ;av 
Author, Lear'/ real t^W Edgar'/ pretended Madnejs ha've !n 
much of extravagant Naiure ( 1 knonv not how to exprc/s it ) 
as could never ^ha%fe JiarJed^ hut from w Shakdpe«tr*j 
Creating Fancf^ The Images and Leingnages tinfk ndi mnd' 
Jurfrifing^ and yet fo cgreeahU and proper ^ tbni nti^ilji <uf* 
grant that wne but Shakefpear (nntd have formed fucb Cn* 
neptiimi ; . yet me^mre fatisfied iiat4hef mere the only Things in\ 
the World that ought to he /aid. on thefe Occaflons^ I fcund 
the Whale to anj^ver your A, count of it, a Heap cffei,\:eli un- 
Jlrui g, and unpoitjlj d \ yet fo daziling in their Dijorder, th .t 
1 foon percei vd I h. d fei'£d a Tre^fu^-e, ^T^vai my good Fqr"- ^ 
tune to light on one Expedient to rcdify ivhat uoas nvantmg 
in the Regularity and Proh.ihility of the Tale, *which wj/i- 
to run through the Whole, a Love letwixt Edgar and Cof- 
delia ; that never chan£d Word with each other in tha Ori^ 
inal. This renders Covdelia^J Indiffisrence^ and her Father s 
^t'jjion in the fir fl Scene, prohatle. It likei{.ije gi*ves Caun- 
tinjnce to lidgar'/ Difguife^ making that a generous Dtfi^n- 
thaPfixui before a ^oor Shift to fu^e his Lije, Ue Dtjlrt '^s 

A a ^/ 
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^ tit Stop^ H't^deniif-hiighttniit h f ^ particu&rfy 

fytwOcccfion of a ntn.v Scene or T^lco, of mort Suecefs {ffT" 
tjiifs] thon hhrit. Tl-is Method nuejfurily thren^v me on 
making the Tote con-lude in a Suecefs to the innocent di- 
ft^eft Per Tons : Other^ife I mujl hai/e incumbered the 
Stage HAjith detsd Bodies^ njLt^Mch Condu*3 make^^iutny Tragedies 
iOHclude nvith unjea/bnahle J^fis^ Xef^uum } ivraclt dnjoitk 
m fmall Fe&rs for fo toid a Change^ ^iiii J found it weU r#- 
iihu^d hy ?nj. 4uduW'i» Mui if this. 'wUL mt fati^^ 
JU^dfitr^ 2 fmm^ fmdu$9 -om Jutminty that queftionUf^ nmlt. 

Neither is it of fo Trivial an Undertaking 
Mr* Drs'v']. ro make a Tragedy end happily, for 'tis 
Pref. to ihd more difFicult to fave than *tis to kill : the 
t-jmiili fmr. Dagger and the Cup of Poifon are always 

ij» k&adincfs ; bat to brisg the A^ion.to^ 
the laQ Exfrcmky, and then by probable Means to reco* 
ver P@S^ wilt lequire^ Ae Act and Jadgnuoit of ^ Writeiv 
and coft him many a Pang in* the Pbrfcnnaiice. 

1 honso ont Thitrg more ta- ap^^grxe for^ mfUhh is; tlMt 
1 hc-je ui\l Itjs ^^iiintniji of ExpreJJton e^ven in the /:eiirfl 
I' arts of this Play, I covfejs^ it ivas Dtfign in m£y partly 
£0 comply nvith my Author'' s Style, ta make the Scenes of a 
Piece ^ and partly to giw it famt Refemklance of the Time and. 
Perfens here reprifented. This, Sir, I fubmit itoboJlj toyom^ 
ntfb^ mn hoth a yudjg^ and Maier p/ Styk. Nature had ix^ 
mt^ttd y9u h^bnyoB wttt jAmed from iht Marofi. Saturn 
nine Bampnr of our C^uniry^ aud you hrcugbt H§m, theRe^ 
fnednefs of Tra'uel without the Jljfeffation. Metny Faults. 
J fee m the foUo^ujing Pages^ avd quejlion not hut ycu luill 
dijco^er more ; \et 1 n.vill prejume Jo far on your Friendjljip^ 
as to maie the. Wboh a Present to yaup and Jubfcr^f 

Your obKgied Fiieiul 
and humble Servant^ 
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prologue: 

SINCE by Mifiahs ytur leji Delights art made^ 
[For ecnyvur TVives cisn pleafe in Majqueracu) 
*Twere worth our while t^ave drawi you in this Day 
By a nnf^ 'Ncme to our old honejl Play \ 
Bui hi that did this Evening s Treat prepare- 
Bluntly rcjQlv'd Ufore-hand to dec I are 
Tour Entertainment jhould he moji old Fare*. 
Tet hopes^ fince in rich SSakefpear'j Soil it greuf^ . 
'J'wfV/ rilijh yer^ with thofi whofe Tajies are ttue^ ' ^ 
And his Ambition is to pleafe a Few. 
If then this Heap of Flow'rs Jhall chance to wear .. 
Frejh Beauty in the Order they now bear^ 
Even this is ShakeijpearV Prafe ; e^eHRufiiekhims 
^Mongj} plenteous Flm/rs a Garland to cQmpofe^ 
Which Jirung by his coarje Hand may fairer jbciL^ 
But 'twas a Power Divine firfl made 'cm grow, * 
If^y jhoiid ihefe Seems lie "btd^ in which we find- " - 
What nuty at once divert and teach the Mind ; 

Morals w re ahvays proper for the ^tagCj 
But are ev'n necejjary in this Age; . 

Poets mufi take the Churches teaching Irade^ , 

Since Priefis their Province of Intrigue invade j 

But zve the VJor fi in tljis Excknn?e have goty 

la vain.oHit Foas.preach^ mbiie Qburchmen pl$t:^. 

^ • • A 3, T/je 
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ACT I.. 
• £«Mr Baftard Jihts. 




H O U Nacutt ajri" ilijr. Goddds yto^ 
My 9erykes ate boottd j wHy am I : 

Deprived of a Soi^s Right, becaufe^ 

I came? not 

In the dull Road that Gurtom has prefcrib'd ? 
Why Baftard, wherefore Bafe, when Lean boail^ 
A* Mind as gcn*rou-, and a Shape as CrUe 
As honcftmdani^s Mac ? Why arc \Vc 
Held Bafe, wbo in the lofty Stealth of Natare- 
Take fiercer Qualities thtfT what c^mpOutid 

The fcanted-Bkih& of Uie ftale Marriage bed; 

Wctt^ 
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Well then, \tj[\\xmMfBdgar, 'Xf> thy Right . . . 

©f Law I will oppofc a Baflard\ C unning. 

Our Father's Love is to :hc Calbrd Edmund 

As to legiumate Edgar ; with Succefs 

Tvc pradhsM yet on both thi-ir eafy Natures : 

Here comes the old Man, chaf'd with th' Informatioar 

Which lall I forg'd ag^inft my firother Edgar %■ 

A Tale fo plaufible, To boldly ottered. 

And heigbten'd by fuch lucky Accident, 

That now the (Itghteft Circamftance confirms him 

And bafe-born £dmuftd fplgln of Law inherits.. 

Entey js.ent and Gloflcr. 
GAy?. NaVy good Lord, your Chtriiy ' ' 
O'erflioots itfclf, to plead in his Behalf r 
Yo* are yourfelf a Father, and may fed' 
The Sting of Difobedience from a Son. 
Pirft-bornaod bcft-belov'd : O Villain. £^^«r/ 
Kent. Be not too rafli i all mav be Forgery, 
And Time yet clear the Duty of your Son. 

G/ofl. Heai with'the Seas, and/renfon down the Wind$j 
Yet fbak iliou ne'er convince mc : 1 have feen 
His foul Deligns through all a Fafher's Fondjicis 
Fut be this Light and thou my WuncfTes, 
That I difcard him here from my Pofreflions, 
Divorce hira from my Heart, my Blood, and Name. * 
BaJ^. It works as 1 cou'd wi(h ; Til fticw myfelf. . 
GJofi. Ha J Edmjtfid l welcome Boy, d Kent^ fee here 

diverted Nature, GloJIerS Shame and Glory : 

This By born, the wild Sally of my Youth, 

Purfues mc with all filial Ofiices ; ' . 

WhM Edgar, beg'd of Heaven, and born in Honoinv. 

Draws Plagues on my white Flead, that urge toe ftUL 

To curfe in Age the Pleafure of my Youth. 

Nay, weep not, Edmund, for thy Brother's Crimes,. 

G generous Boy I thou (h ir'll but half hia Blood, 

Yet lov^ft beyond the Kindnefs of a fiiother : 

ButTU rcwArd thy Virtue. Follow me. 

My Lord, you wait the King, wIk) comes refolv d 

To quit the Toils of Empire, and divide 

Hii Realms amongil his Daughters. lieavcn fucceed it 

But much I fear ;he Change. . 
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Kent. I grieve to fee him ■ ' ' 

With iach wild Scars of Pailion houriy* fetz'cl^ 
As render Majefty between itfelf. ♦ 

Gioft. Alas I ^tb the Infinnitj of iu» Age i 
Yet has'las Temper em been oiifixc, 
Cholrick and ftidden i hark, they approach. 

. ' • [Exeunt G\o^. an :il^x^\, 

Tlourijh. Enier Lcar, Cornwall, Albany, Burgundy, Edgar, 
Goneril, Regan, . Cordelia^ Edgar Jp4aking Cordelia 

ct Entrance. 

^ Edgar, Cordilia, Royal Fair, tarn yet oftce toam^ 

And e'er facceisful Burgttndfttcm^ 

The Treafare of (hy Beauties bom the King, 

E'er happy Burgundy for evev'Md Thee, 

Oift back one pitying Look o» wtetehed Bd^ar* 
..Card, Alas I what wmt'd iht wretched Edgar wkk • 

The more unfortunate Cordelia^ ... \ 

Who in Obedience to a Father's Will 
Fli^s iiom her E^/^^nr^s Arms to Burgundy' $ ? 

^^^r. Attend my Lords of ^/^affjr and C#rMMi/il 

With Princely Burgundy, 

Mb. We dp, my Liege, . * 
Z^^r* Give me this Ma p >. .i K noi», Lords^ wi kiM 
In Three our Kingdom, having now relblv'd [dividc4 
To difengage from oar long Toil of State, 
Conferring all upon your younger Years i 
YoLi Burgundy\ Cornnjjall and Aihav^y 
Loag in our Court have made your amorous Sojourn, 
And now are to be anfwer'd. — Tell me, ray Deoghteitj^ 
Which of you loves as moft, chat we may plaee 
Our largcft Bounty witkouf largeft Merit* 
Goneril^ our Eldcft-born, fpeak firft. 

Gon, Sir, I do love yoi» more than Words can uttcr^ 
Beyond vhat can be valu'd Rich, or Rare ; 
Nor Liberty, nor Sight, Health, Fame, or Beauty^, 
Are half fo dear ; my Life for you were vile ; 
As much as Child can iove the beft of Fathers. 

Zf r. Of all ihcfe Bounds, e*en from this Line to this^ 
With lhady Forefts, and wide-lbirted Meads, 
V/ e make thee Lady i to thine and j^lktnf^ ftft* 
Be this perpetual. What ftys Onrfecond DiughterP 



yo .^he fiiSTORY'^ 

ive;^. My Siiler, Sir, in Part, expreft my Love ; 
For fuch asiier?, is mine, thoui-h more ejf tended : 
Senie has no ocher Joy that I can relifh, 
I have my AW in my dear Liege*s Love. 

Liar. Therefore to thee and thine Hereditary 
Remain this ample Third of oor hit Kingdom. 

Or* Now comet my Trial, bow am I dirtreft ! [ j/fidfik 
Ti^t moft with coM Speech tempt the ChoKricIc Kiog 
.Rather to le^ve me Dowcrlefc, than condemn me 
To loadi'd Embraces. 

Lear, Speak now our laft, not lead in out dear Love^ 
So ends my Tafk of State - ■ Cordelia^ fpeak. 
What canil.thou fay to win a richer Third 
Than what thy Sifters gain'd ? 

Cord. Now muft my Love in Words, fall ihortof thein^. 
h% fiQcli as it eaceeda in Trath«—— Nothing, my Lord« 

Z^tfr. Nothing can come of Nothing! fpeak again* 

Cord. Unhappy am I that I cannot diffiunble ; 
Sir, as I ought, I love your Majefty^ 
No more, ror lefs. 

Lear, Take heed, Cordelia y 

Thy Fortunes are at flake, think better on*t^ 

^nd mend thy Speech a4iule* , • 

^, Cord. O my Liege ! - - ' 

You gave me %ing, bred mte» dearly love me» 

And I return my Jl^kity as I ought $ 

Obey you, love you, and moft honour yon ; 

Why have my SiiUrs Huib.inds, if they love you All ; 

Haply when I (hall wed, the Lord vvhofe Hind 

Shall take my Plight, will carry hilf my Lovcj 

For I fhall never m ury like my biiicrs. 

To love my Father all. 

Lear, And goes thy Heart with this \ 
"Tis faid that 1 am CholVick. Jlndge me, Gods^ 
Is there not caafe \ Now, Minion, I perceive 
The Troth of what has been fuggefted to us ; 
Thy Fondnefb for the Rebel Son of Glojler^ 
Fa lie to his Father, as thou art to my Hopes : 
And oh ! tu!;e heed, rafh Girl, left we comply 
With thy fond Wi£lies, which rhou wile too late 
.Kepent ; for know our Nature cannoi brool^ 
A Child fo yonngt and fo nngentile*. C^^« 
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Cord, So yooiigy my Lord/ and true. 

Lear. Thy Truth then be thy Dow'r ; 
Ppr by the iacred San/ and fo^n Nighty 
I here difchimi all my paternal Ctae^ 

And from this Minute hold thee as a Stranger 
Both to my Elood and Favour. ' . 

Kent, This is Frenzy. 
Coniider, good my Lieg e i ■ 

Lear. Peace» Kenii 
Come not between a Dragon and bis Rage ; 
I lov^d her moft, and in her tender Truft 
DeiignM to have beftowM my Age at Eafe : 
So be my Grave my Peace, as here I give . ^ 
My Heart from her, and with it all my Wealth. 
My Lords of Comnuall and of Albany^ 
I do inved you jointly with full Riglit 
« In this fair Third, Cordcli Cs forfeit DowV. 
Mark me, my Lords, obkrve our lall Refolve j 
Our Self, attended with an hundred Knights, 
Will mjike Abode with you in monthily Ooarfe % 
The Name alone of King remain wicn me, 
Your*s be th* Execution txA the Revenues. 
This is our final Will ; and to confirm it. 
This Coronet part between you. 

Kent. Royal Lear^ 
Whom, I have ever honoured as my King, 
Lov'd as my Father, as, my Matter followed, 
And, as my Patron, thought on in my Prayers - ' * 

Lear. Away; the B<>w is bcnf , make from the Shaft. 

Keai. No,'let it fiUli aifd drench within m)^ Heart: ^ 
6^ Kent unmannerly when Lear is mad ; 
Thy youngell Daughter' ■ 

Lear. On thy Life no more. 

Kent, What Wilt thou do, old Man I 

Lear. Out of my Sight. ' » 

Kent* See better £rft. . \ ' 

Lear. Now by the Gods— 

Kent, Now by the Gods, lafliKing, thooiwear'ib in 

Lear. Ha, Traitor t (vain. 

Kent. Do, kill thy Phyfician, Lear ; 
Strike tbo' my Tliioat, witii my kteil Breath 

rii 
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I'll thunder in thine Ear my juil Complaint, 
And tell Thee to nby Face that thoa doft ill. 

Liar. Hear m% nSkhtmi M thy AUegance beir me s 
Since thou haft firiven to tfiake X3s break oor Vow» 
And preft between our Sentence ami oifr Pow^r* 
Which nor our Nature, nor our PI?xe can bear. 
We banifh thee for ever from our Sight 
And Kingdom : If when three Days arc expired. 
Thy hated Trunk be found in our Domiaioas^ 
That Moment is thy Death. Away. 

Kent, Why fare thee weU, King ; fince thoa art refoIvM^ 
I take tbee at thy Word, and wsli not ibf 
To fee thy Fall : The Gods frotsBt Ae Maid 
That truly thinks, and has moft jxilUy faid. 
Thus to new Cliaiatcs mv old '1 ruth I bear : 
Friendlhip lives hence, and Banilliment is here, [ExU^ 

Lear, Now, Burgu?hi\-, you fee her Price is fallen # 
Yet if the Jrondnefs of your Faiiioa fiiU 
AfFeas her as (he flands^ DowVlefB, and loft 
in our Efteem, flie*s your^s i take her, or leave her. 

Surg. P^on ine. Royal Ltar, I Imt damaod 
The Dow^r yourfelf proposed, and here I take 

Cordelia by the Hand, Duchefs of Burgundy, 

Lear, Then leave her. Sir ; for by a FaUier's Rage 
I tell you all her Wealth. Away. 

Burg. Then, Sh", be pleas'd to charge the Breach 
Of our Alliance on your own Willt 
^ot my Ineenfiancy. 

* lExtMfit. iUaiMi^Sdgar^Cotdeiia. 

Eilg. HcavHi then wcighM;'the Merit of my h(rrtp 
Or is*t the Raving of my fiekly Thought f 
Cou'd Burgundy forego io rich a Prize, 
And leave her to defpairing Edgar\ Arms ? 
Have T tliy Hand, Cordelia ? Do I clafp it ? 
I he Hand chat was this Minute to have join'd 
My hated Rival's ? Do I kneel before thee^ ' 
And offer at thy Feet my paiitiiig Heattt f 
Snril^ erincc6» a^dcflnmnce ma; ftr as yet 
I doubt, and dare not truft the dazzling Joy. 

Cord. Some Comfort yet, that 'twas no vidous Blot 
Tlia^ iia^ deprived mc of Father's Crace^ . 

But 
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King LEAR. 

But merely want of that which makes me Rich 

In wanting it ; a fmooth profeffing tongue : 

0 Siilers ! I am loath to call your Fault 
As it deferves ; but ufe our Father well. 
And wrong'd Cordelia never (hall repine. 

Edg, O heavenly Maid ! that art thyfeif thy Dow'r, 
Richer in Virtue than the Stars in Light ; 
If Edgar^$ humble Fortunes may be grac'd 
With thy Acceptance, at thy Feet he lays 'cm* 
Ha, my Cordi/ia ! doft thou turn away ? 
What have I done t' offend thee ? 

Cord, Talk' t of Love. 

Edg. Then Pve offended oft ; Cordelia too 
Has oft permitted me fo to offend. 

Cord. When, Edgar, 1 permitted your AddrciTes, 

1 was the darline Daughter of a King, 
Nor can I now forget my Royal Birth, 

And live dependant on my Lover's Fortune i 
} cannot to to low a Fate fubmit ; 
And therefore ftudy to forget your TalTion, 
And trouble me upon this Theme no more. 

Edg. Thus Majelly takes moft State in Diilrefsl 
How are we toU on Fortune's iickle Flood ! 
The Wave that with furprifing Kindnefs brought 
The dear Wjieck to my Arms, has fnatch't it oack 
And left me mourning on the barren Shore. 

Cord. ThisBaienefs of th*ignobIe Burgundy, [4fi^* 
Draws juft Sufpicion on the Race of Men; 
His Love was iiiL'rcil, fo u^ay Eugar\ be. 
And he but with more Compliment diiTemble | 
If fo, I (hall oblige him by denying : 
Butil" his Love be fixt, fuch confbSit Flame 
As warms our jBreafts, if fuch I find his Paflion, 
My Heart as grateful to his Truth lhall be, 
. And could Cordelia- prove kind as He. [£a»V» 

Enter Baftard iafiify. 

Baft, Brother, I've found yoa \\\ a lucky Minute 5 
Fly and be iaft, fome Villain has iuceos'd 
Our Father agaiiiR your Life. 

Edg, Diftreii Cordelia I but ho ! more cruel. 

Hear me^ Sir, your Life, your Xafe's in danger. 

B E4s. 
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Ei'g. A Refolvc I'o Lakien, 
And of luch black Impoitauce ! 

Ai/?. * Fwas not Tudden, 
Some V illain has of long time laid a Train. 

£Jg, And yet perknps 'twas but pretended Coldneft^ 
To try bow*far my Paffion would purfue. 

Bajt. He hears me not ! Vake^ *wakcv Sir. 

EiLr. Say ye. Brother ? — — 

No 'l ea r."-, ^ood £i//';z///./, if ili'hall brought me Tidings 
'i'o llrike ir.e dead, for Charity delay not } 
That prcfcnt will befit fo kind a Hand. 

Ba/L Your Danger, Sir, comes on fo fall, . 
That I want Time t* inform you ; but retire 
Whflil 1 take care to turn the prefllng Stream* 
O Gods I For Heaven^s fake. Sir. 

c^f. Pardon me. Sir, a ferious Thought 
Had iciz\i mc ; but I liiiiik you talked of Danger, 
And wiih'd me to retire : Muft all our Vows 
End thus r — Friend, I obey you. — O Cordelia, [ExU* 

Bofi. Ha ! ha ! fond Man, fuch credulous lionefty 
Lelfens the Glory of my Artifice j ' , ; 
His Nature is fo far from doing Wrongs, 
That he fufpefts none : If this Letter Tpeed, 
And pafs for Edgar* as himfclf would own 
The Counterfeit, but for the foul Contents, 
Then my Dcfigns are perfecF^.— Here comes Glojler. 

Enter Glolter. 

Glofi, Stay, Edmund^ turn j what Paper were you 
Baft, A Trifle, Sir. • . [reading ? 

Ql.fi, V; hat needed thcn that terrible Difpatch of it 
Into your Pocket ? Come, produce it. Sir. 

Bafi, A Letter from my Brother, Sir ; I had 
Jull: broke the Seal, but knew not the Contents ; 
Yet, fearing they might prove to blaiiii, 
Endca\ our'd to conceal it from your Sight. 
QlojL 'Tis Edgars Charaaer. {Tleadt. 
Ti/J Policy of Fathtn is intolerable^ that keefi our tor- 
tunes from us ''till ^ge atv V not fuffcr us to inj^f 
them I I am iviary of thi Jjnamty : Cof-.e to tne^ 
that of this I may ffnak more. If your Father njoould 
jhepUill I tvaked him^ you /hould ehjoy he If his Pof* 
fejjions, and live belov d of your Brother Edgar, 
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Sleep till I wake'd him 1 you fliould enjoy 
Half his Poflefllons \^~^Edgar to write this 
'Gainft his indulgent Father ! Death and Jtlell ! 
Fly, Edmund^ feck him out : v^ind me into him. 
That I may bite the Traytor*s Heart, and fold 
His bleeding Entrails on myTengeful Arm. 

Biift% Perhaps I- wii:, iVjv J.ord, lo prove my \ liiac, 

Gloj}, 'i iicic late Eclipies of tiic San and Moon 
Can bode no lefs ; Love cool?, and Friendlhip fails, 
Jn Cities Mutiny, in Countries i^ifcord, 
'i he Bond of Nature crackt 'twixt Son and JFaiher : 
Find out the Villain ; do it carefully, 
And it ihali lofe thee Nothii^g^ [ Exit, 

Baft. So now my Project's firm ; bat to make fure 
1*11 throw in one Proof more, and that a bold one j 
111 place old Glufier where he fliall o'er-hear us 
Confer of this Defign ; whilil, lo his thinking. 
Deluded Edgar lhall accufe himfelf. 
Be Honerty my IntVeli:, and 1 can 
Be Honefl too : Atid what Saint io Divii^* 
That will fucceffiful V illainy decline ? ' [£ai>. 

Enter Kent dijguu]d. 

Kent* Now bamih*d ATfirr, if thou caaft pay thy Duty 
In this Difguife, where thou doll fhind condemn 
Thy Mailer Lear fhall find thcc full of Labours. 

Enter Lear attended. 

Lear. In there, and tell our Daughter we ai'e here. 
Now, What art thou ? 
Kent* A Man, Sir. 

1 ear. What doft thoo pro&fs, or would'ft with us \ 
Kent, I do profels to be no Icfs than l feeiii, to ferve 
him tmiy that pats me in Truft, to lov« him that's ho* 
neft, to cotiverla with him that^s wife and fpeaks liule, to 
£ght wh«n I can't chufe, and to cat no Fifh* 

Lear, I ia\% what art ihoa ? 

Kent. A very honcll-hearted Fello»v, and as poor as the 
King. 

Lear* Then art thou poor indeed, ~- What canll thou 
do ? 

Kent, I can keep honeft Coimfel, mar a carious Tale in 
the telling, deliver a plain Meflage bluntly ; tjac w.'iich 

B 2 ' ordi- 
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ordinary Men are fit for, I am qualified in ; a;id the beft 
ol iiic io L iJigence. 

Lcai\ Follow mc j thou fhalt ferve me. 

Enter om of Gonehl i Giutimin. 

Now, Sir ? 

Gent. - r «■ [£Af// 5 Kent riz^j /'i>r, 

Zw, What fays the Fellow ? Call metheCiodpole back. 
Jn. My Lord, I know not ; but methinks your Higk- 
nefs is entertainM with (lender Ceremony. 

Servant. He fays, my Lord, ) our Daughter is not well. 
Lear, Why cama not the Slave back when I called 
Lim ? 

St-rv. My Lord, he anfwercd Bie i'th' furlieft MsLOHf^, 
that he vv ouid not. 

Re-ittiir Gentleman brought in by Kent. 

tear. I hope ottr Daughter did not ib inftrufi him. 
Now» who am I» Sir ? 

Gent. My Lady's Father. 
Lear. My Loi a^ Xnavc. " ■ ■ m i. Sii ika hlm^ 

Goneril at the Entrance, 
• Gon, By Day and Night ; this is infufFerable, 
I will not bear it. 

Lear, Now, Daughter, why that Frontlet on ? 
Speak, does tiiat Frown become our Prefence ? 

Gent^ rU not be ftruck, my Lord. 

Kent* Nor tript neither, thou vile Civet-box. 

[Strikn tip hii Heelu 

Goffm Sir, this licentious Irifolence of your Servants 
Is moll unfct^iTily : hoiiriy they break out 
In Qijarrels bred ; by making this known to you, 
I thought to have had Rcdreis, but hnd too late 
That you prote6l and countenance their Outrage ; 
And therefore, Sir, 1 take this Freedomj^ which 
Necel&ty makes dii'creet. 

Lear* Are you our Daughter f 

Gm, Come, Sir, let me intreat you to stake ufe 
Ofyeur Difcrction, ;.r 1 put oft betimes 
, This Dilpcliuon that of late tran^ibrms you 
From what voa rio;htlv ap-. 

Lean XiQes s^y here kuifW me I V\ hy^ this is not Lear. 
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Does L^^/' walk thus ? Speak thus ? Where are his Eyes? 
Who is it chat can tell me who I am ? 

Gon. Come, Sir, this Admiration's much o'th' Savoiur- 
Of other your new Humours ; I befeech you* 
To underfland my Purpofes aright ; . 
As vou are old, you Ihould be flaid and wife : 
Here do voa keep an hjndrcd Knights and Squires, * 
Men fo debauch \i and bold, that this our Palace 
Shews like a riotous Inn, a Tavern, Brotlxel ; 
Be then ad vis 'd by her that cile wall take 
That which flie begs, to kfien your Attendance,* 
Take half away, and fee that liie Remainder 
Be fuch as may befit your Age, and know 
Themfelves and You. 

Lear. Darknefs and Devils I" 
Saddle my Ilorfes, call my Train togedier ; • *'f5 
JDegenerate Viper, Til not i^?v with Thee ! 
1 yet have left a Daughter — — Serpent, Moniler \ 
Le/Tcn my Train, and call em riotous ! 
Ail Men approved, (rf choice andr^d-efti^arts 
That each Particular of Duty knoW>— ~' 
How fmall, CorJeiia, was thy Fault ? O Lear, 
Beat at this Gate that let thy Foliy in« 
And thy dear Judgment out ; Go, go, my People. 
C . f/jee/s Albany entring^ 
Dgratc-ful Duke, was this your Will ? 

y}lb. What, Sir?* 

Lear, Death ! fifty of my Followers at a Clap I 

Jib. The Matter, Madam ? 

Gon, Never afflid yoarfeif to know the Caufe,, 
But give his Dotage ,Way. . 

Lear, Blafts upon thee, 
Th' untented Woundings of a Faihci Curfc 
Pierce every Senfe about thee ; old fond Eyes,. 
Lameat this Caufe again, Til pluck ye out. 
And call ye with the. Waters that ye lofe 
To temper Clay, No, Gor;;f>n, thou (halt findi. . 

hat I'll refume the Shape which thou doft think.. 
Jbhaye call off for ever, . 

Gm. Mark ye that.. 

liluit\ .'Hear Nature ! : 

B 3 Dt.ir:' 
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DcarGoJdc^^ hear j and if thou doft intciid 

To make that Crenture fruit ful, change thy Purpoie;; 

Pioaoonce upon her Womb the barren Curfe, 

That from her Uafted Body never fpring 

A Babe to honour her But if (he muft bring forth, 

L\lcat her Joy \vi:li fonie diftorted Birth, 

Or monllrous Form, the Prodigy o' th' Time j 

And fo pcr\ crfe of Spirit, that it may live 

HcT Torment as 'twas born, to fret her Cheeks 

M^ith eoiJtant Tcnr?, and wrinkle her young Brow* 

I'urn all her Mother's Pains to Shame and Scorn, 

That (he may curfe her Crime too fatte, and ieel 

How (harper than a Serpent*is Tooth it is 

To have a thanklefs Child : Away, away. [Exit ctm/uk^ 

Cafj, FVcfuming thus upon his numerous Train, 
He thinks to play the Tyrant here, and hold 
Our Lives at Will. 

Jiif, Well, you may bear too far. [Exi^. 

End of tbo Firfi ASl. 




ACT. II. 

SCENE Glofter'% Houfe. 

Enter Bafbrd.. 

^'^J^' ifHfif .f ^^H E Duke comes here to Night, Til take 

t^ x . C)f his Arrival to complete my Projc(f\ : 
Brother, a Word, come forth ; 'tis I 
your Friend, [Enter Edgar, 

MyFather watchesfoir you, fly thisPlacc* 
Tnrelligcnce is giv'n where you're hid ; 
'i*ake Uie Advantage of the Night ; bethink ye. 

Have 
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Have you not fpoke againft the Duke oi Carwuml 
Something might fhew you a Favourer of 
Duke Albany % Farty ? 

Ed^, Nothing ; why ask yott ? 

Bafl^ JBecaufe he's coming here to NiVht io hafle^ 
AsA Regan wkb him*-*Hark I the Guards ; aww. 

JS^, Let *em come on, Vll Aay and clear myfetf. 

Ba/l, YouT Innocence at Leifure may be htard, 
"BvytGIoflers ilorming Rage as yet is deaf, 
And you may pLTilli e'er allow 'd the HLariiig. Edgar, 
Glofier cornea yop.dc;- : Now to my feijn'd Scutile — 
Yield, come before my i'atiier ! Lights here, Lights f 
Some Blood drawn on me wou'd beget Opinion [Stah 
Of our more fierce Encounter* — I have feea IJUi Jruu 
Cmnbttds do more than this in Sport. 

Enter Glofter mvd Sertumfe* 

Gh/^. Now, KJmund^ wherc's the IVaitor ? 

BaJI, That Nil in e» Sir, 
Strikes Horror through me i but my Broiher, ^ir,. 
Stood here i'th' dark. 

GIoJ}. Thou bleed'il ! purfue the Viilaia, 
Jind bring him pieoe-meal tame* 

Bafi. Sir» he^s flod. 

Glifi. Let htm fly tkis Kingdom Ihali not hidehims 

The noble Duke my Patron comes to-night ; 
By hii Auihority I will proclaim 
Rewards for him that brings him to the Scage^ 
And Death for the Concealer. 
I'hen of my Lands^ loyal and natural Boy, 
1*11 work the Means to make thee capable. \Exem9tt» 
Enter Kent {i^JguifedfiiU) and GonerilV Ge»t/ema»r 

fymermUy. 

Gent, Good morrow, Friml, bebng^ft thou to this 

K.nt. Afk them will anfwer thee. £Houfc ? 

G£nt. \v Jiure may we fet our liorfes? 
Kent. VtK Mire. 

Gent. 1 am in haile, prithee an' thou^ lav 'A. me, tell me« 
Kent. I love thee not. 
Gent. Why then I care not for thee. 
Kent. An' I had thee in Lipjiury , PioSold, Td make theer 
caie for me^ 

4 
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Gent. What doli thou mean ? I know thee not- 

Kent. But, Minion, I know thee. 

Gent. What doil thou know me for r 

Ke/tt. For a baTe, proud, beggarly, white-liver'd, glafs- 

flaring, fuper-ferviceabic, finical Rogue 5 one that wou'd 
e a Pimp m Way of good Service, and art nothing but u 
Compofition of Knave, Beggar^ Coward, Panda r 

Gent. What a monftrous fellow art thou to rail at 
One that is neither known of thee, nor knows thee. 
. Keni. Impudent Slave ! not know ine, who but two 
Days fmce tript up thy Heels be fore the King : Draw, 
Miicreant, or PI! make the Moun fhine iln oaghthee. 

Ge72t. What means the Fellow ? Why, prithee, prithee i 
I tell thee I have nothiiig^ to do with thee. 

Kent. I know your Roguefliip's Office; you come with 
Letters againft the King, taking my young Lady Fanitf^ 
Fart againift her Royal-Father : Draw, Ralcal« . 

Gent, Murder, Murder, help. [Exit Kent after htm. 
Floui JJh, . £uier Duke of Cornwal, Regan, au&ndid i 

Gloilei^ EaRard. 
Glofi . All Welcome to vour Graces, voii do me Honour. 
Vhke. GloJIery We've heard with Sorrow tlut your Lifis 
Has been attempted by your impious Son 5. 
But Edmund here has paid you ftricleft Duty, 

Gloft, He did betray his Fraftice, and received. ' 
The Hurt you fee, firiving to apprehend iiim» 
t)uh. Is he purfued ?' 
GV^y?. lit iL, Loid. 
Keg. Ufc our Authority to apprcliend 
The Traitor, and do Juilice on his Head 
For you, Edmund, that have fo fienaliz'd 
Your Virtue, you from henccfoxtJa fhail be ours j 
Matures of inch firm I rull we much fhall need. 
A charming Youth, and worth my fartherThought \Afid§^ , 

Duke. Lay Comforts, nobl&G/»^^r,. to your ISreafi^, 
As we to ours. This Night be fpcnt in Revels. 
We chufe you, Glojler^ for our lloil: to-night, . 
A troublefome Exprciiion of our Love. 
Qn, to the Sports before us,~ vVlio arc thefe \ 
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Enfer the Gcatleman pur/ued bj ivcut* 

Gloft. Now, what's the Matter ? 

Duke, Keep Peace upon your Lives % he dies that 
Whence, and what are ye ? [Arikes. 

Atu Sir, they are Mefiengers^ the One from you Sifter^ 
the other from the King. ^ 

Duki, Yotir Difference, fpeafc. 

Qent. I'm icarcc in Breath, my Lord. 

Kint, No Marvel, you have fo beftir'd your Valour. 
Nature difclaims the Dallard ; a Taylor made hiin* . 

Duke, Speak yet, how grew your Quarrel ? 

Gem. Sir, this old Rii&n h«r^ whoft Ufb I iparedt 
In Pity to his Beard— ^ 

Ktnu Thou Eflence Bottle I 
In Pity to my Beftr(t~— Your Leave* my Lord^ 

And I will tread the Mufk-cat into Moiiai . 
Duke. Know'il thou our Prckuce ? 
Kent. Yes, Sir, but Anger has a Privikge. 
Duke. Why art thou angry ? 

Kent. That fuch a Slave as this fhould wear a S wordy 
And ha\'e no Courage ; Office, and no Honefly : 
Not Froft and Fire hold more Antipathy 
Thfiii I and fuch a Knave. 

Gloft, Why doft thou call him Knave ? 

Kent, His Countenance likes me not. 

Duke. I\ o more perhaps does mine, nor his, orhers. 

Kent Plain Dealmg is my Trade i axid to be plain^ Sir» 
i have ieen better Faces in my Time, 
Than Hand on any Shoulders now before me. 

i^ir^. This is fime FeUow, that having once been praisM 
For Blnntnefs, fince aSeds a fancy Ru&iefs i 
But I have known one of thcfc furly Knaves, 
That in his Plainneis hurboi-r'd more licfign 
I'han twenty cringing coniplimenting Mmions* 

Duke, What's the Oifencc you g^ve him i 

Gent, Never any, Sir ; 
It pleased the King, his Mafter, lately 
To llrike me on a flender Mifconftrutton^ 
Whilft watching his Advantage, this oU Loicher 
Tript me behind, tor wUdb the King extoll'd him i 
And, fiuflit with the Honoux of Ui^ bold iijcploit, 
J>rew on me here again, Duke, 
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Duke, Bring forth the Stocks, we'll teach you. . 

Kent. Sir, i'ni too old to learn ; 
Ca!] not the Stocks for me, 1 ferve the King ; 
On whofe Employment I was fent to you : 
You'll ihew too fmall Refpeft, and too bold Malice 
Agaioft the Perfon of my Royal Mafter, 
Stocking his Mellenger 

Duh. Briiig forth the Stocks, as I have Life and Ho- 
Tkere fhall he i it till Noon. ♦ ' fnour^ 

Rig. 1 ill Noon, my Lord ! Till Night, and all Night 
too. 

Km. Why Madam, If I were ymx Father's Dog 
You would not ufe me lb. 

Kig. Sir, being his Knave, I wiU« 

G/ofi, Let me bcfcech your Graces to forbear fiim ; 

His Fault ii much, aiiil the good King his Mailer 
Will check him for't, but needs mull: take k ill 
To be thus (L'giited in his Melienger, 

Duh, Well anlwer that i 
Our Sifter may receive it worfe, to have 
Her Gentleman affaultcd ; To our Bufmefs lead. [Extf^ 

GM. I am forry for thee. Friend, *iis the Duke's Plea- 
Whofe Difpofition will not be controurd [fure. 
But I'll entreat for thee 

Koit, Pray do not, Sir— 
I have watch'd and traveled hard, 
. Some Time i fliall ileep out» the reft I'll whillle : 
Farewell t'ye. Sir. ^Exi^ Gioft. 

All weary, and o'erwatcht, 
1 feel the drowzy Gueil fteal on me r take 
Advantage heavy £ye$ on this kind Slumber, 
Not to &hold this vile and fliameiiil Lodging. [SUe^. 

Enter Edgar, 
Ed^. I heard myfclf proclaim'd^ 
And i^y the friendly Hollow of a Tree 
Efcape the Hunt, no Port is free, no Place 
Where Guards and mo&, umifual Vigilance 
Do not attend to take me.— Howeafy now 
'Twere to defeat the Malice of my Trale, 
And leave the Griefs on my Sword^s reeking Point ; 
But Love detains me from Death's peacefol Caller 

StiU 



Digitized by Google 



Kmg LEAR. 2j 

Still whifpering me, CordeliaH Iq Diftrefs ; 
Unkind as (he is^ I cannot fee her wretched^ 

But mull be near to wait upon her Fortune. 
Who knows but the white Minute yet may come. 
When Edgar may do Service to Cordelia. 
1 hat charming Hope itill ties me to the Oar 
Of painful Life, and makes me to fubmit 
To th' humbleit Shifts to keep that Life a-foot| 
My Fac«. I will befmear, and knit my Loc^s, 
The Country gives me Proof and Precedent 
Of Bedlam Beggars, who, with roanng Voices, 
Strike ill their numb'd and mortify bare Arms J 
Pins, Iron-fpikes, Thorns, Sprigs of Rofemary, 
And thus from Sheep-coats, tillages, and Mills, 
Sometimes with Prayers, fometimes with Lunatick Bans, 
Enforce their Charity ; poor 7yrUg^^ poprTpw, 
That^s fomethingyet. Edgar i am no more. [Exit* 
Kent i#r SHcksftili ; EnOr Lear aitendei* 

Lear. ^Tis ftrange that they ihottld ib depart from 
And not icnd back our Mellenger. > , [Home, 

Kent, Hail, noble Mafter. 

Lear. How ! mnk'n- thou this Shame thy PaiUme ? 
What's he that has io much m&ook thy Place, 
To fet thee here ? 

KiHU It is bpth He and She, Sir, your Son and Daugh<« 
ter. 

Lear. No. 
. Kent. Yes. 

Lear. No, I fay, 
. ^ Keat. 1 fay, yea. 

Lear. By Jupiter I (wear no« 

Kitti* By Juno I fwear, I fwear ay- 

Liar^ They dqrft not do^t ; 
They ceald not, would not do't j *tis worfe than Murder^ 
To do upon RefpeA fuch violent Outrage. 
Refolve me with all modeflHafte, which Way 
1 hou mayll deferve, or they iuipofe this Ufage I 

Kent. My Lord, when at their Home 
I did commend your Highnefs Letters to tiiem^ 
'Ere I was rifen arrived another Poft, 
Steer'd iu his Hafie, breathlefs and panting forth 

From 
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From Gwirilt his Miftrefs, Salutadons^ 

WhoTe Meffage being delivcrM, they took Horfe, 

Commanding me to follow, and attend 

The Leilurc of their Anfwer ; which I did | 

But meeting that other Mclfenger, . ' 

Whofe Welcome I percciv'd hadpoifonM minCs 

Being the tery Fellow that of late 

Had (hewnibch Rudenels to your Highnefi^ I - 

Having raore Man than Wit about me^ drew ; 

On which he raised the Houfe with Coward's Cries : 

This was the Trefpafs which your Son and Daughter 

Thought worth the Shame you fee it fuffer here. 

Lear, Oh ! how this Spleen fwells upward to my Heart/ 
And heaves for Pallage— Down, climbing Rage ; 
Thy Element's below ; where is this Daughter ? 

Ktnt. Wkhin^ Sir, ataMafque. 

BnttrG\ti&3a. 

liar. Now Gbfiir f Ha f 

Deny to fpeak with me ; th*are fick, th'are wear}'. 
They Ifeve traveled hard to-night i— mere Fetches i 
Bring me a better Anfwer. 

Gloft. My dear Lord, ' 
You know the fiery Quality of the Duke.— 

Lear, Vengeance, Death, Plague, Confufion^ 
Ray ! what Quality^Why Ghfitr^ Gloftwr^ 
IM ipsak with the Doke of C9rmt;a/, and his Wife. 

Gi'qfi. I have informed 'em fo. 

Lear. Informed 'em I doft thou underHand me, Man ? 
I tell thee, Glojhr, ■ ■ 

Gloft^ Ay, my good Lord. [ther 

Lear, The King would fpeak with Contiva/^ the dear Fa- 
Would with his Daughter ipeak, cotamands her Service, 
Are they infonnM of this i My Breath and Blood I 
Fiery ( theiiery Duke f tell the hot Duke— - 
No, but not yet, may be be is not wdl, • 
Infirmity docs Hill negltcl all OfHcc ; ' 
I beg his Pardon, and I'll chide my Raflmefs 
That took the indifpos'd and fickly Fit 
For the found Man : — But wherefore fits he there ? 
Death on my State, this Ad convinces me 
That this Rettredneis of the Duke and her 

Is 
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Is plain Contempt ; give me my Servant fortli ; 
Go tell the rtuke and his Wife Td fpeak with 'em : 
Now inftantly bid 'em come forth and hear me ; 

Or at their Chamber Door I'll beat the Drum, 

•TiU it cry flecp to Death. • ' 

Enter Cornwal and Regan. 
.Oh f are yoa come ? 

Duke. Health to the King* 
Reg, I am g^ad to fee your Highnefs* 
L$ar. Regan f I think yoa are $ I know what Caafe 
I have to think fo. ShouM'ft thou not be glad 
I won*d divorce me from thy Mother's Tomb ? 
Beloved Regan, thou wilt fiiake to hear 
What I fliaH utter: Thou cou d'il n'er h' thought it.. 
Thy Sifter's naught : O Regan, {he has ty'd 

Kent ien Jet at Ithcrty^ 
Ingratitude like a keen Vulture here ; 
I fcarce can fpeak to thee. 

■Rtg, I pray you, Sir, take Patience ; I have Hope 
That yoa know lefi to valae her Defert, 
Than (he to flack her Duty. 
Lear. Ha ! How's that ? 
Reg, I cannot think my Sifter in the lead 
Would fail in her Refpccts ; bat if perchance 
She has reftrain'd the Riots of your Followers, 
*Tis on fuch Grounds, and to fuch wholefome Ends, 
As clear her from all Blame. 
Liar* My Curfes on her* 
Reg. O Sir, yon Vc old, 
And (hott*d content you to be nilM and led 
By fome Difcretion that difcerns your State 
Better than yoarfelf ; therefore, Sir, 
Keturn to our Siller, and fny you've wrong'd her. 

Lear, Ha ! Afk her Forgivenefs ? 
No, no, ^twas my Miftake, thou didft not meanfo; 
Dear Daughter, I confefs that I am old : 
Age is unneceflkry ; but thon arX good. 
And wilt difpenfe with my Infirmity. 

Reg, Good Sir, no more of thefe unfi^htly Paffions ; 
Retura back to our Siilcr. ' ' 

C Uar. 
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Liar, Never, Regan ; 
She iias aba[cJ me of half my Train, 
LookM black upon me, llab'd me with her Tongue; 
All tlie UoreM Vengeances of Heav'n fall 
On her ingrateful Head ; ftrike her young BoBes, 
Ye taking Airs with Lamenefs. 

Re£. O the bleft Gods I Thus will you wiA on me^ 
When the rafli Mood— 

Lear, No» Rigan^ Thott (halt never have my Curfe ; 
Thy tender Nature cannot give thee o'er 
To fuch Impiety : Thoa better know*ft 
The Cflices of Nature, Bond of Childhood, 
And Dues ol* Gratitude ; thou bear'ft in Mind 
7'he Half o'ch' Kingdoait which oui Love confer 'd 
On thee and thine, 

Rtg, Good Sir, to the Purpofe. 

Liar* Who put my Man i'ch* Stocks \ 

Duke. Whae Trumpet^s that ? 

A'<?/. I know'r, my Sifter's ; this confirms her Letters, 
Sir, ii your Lady come ? 

Enter GoneriPj Gentliman. 

Lear. More I'orture llill : 
This is a Slave;, whofe cafy borrowed Pride 
Dwells in the fickle Grace of her he follows ; 
A Faftiion-Fop, that fpcnds the J>ay in Dreflingt 
And all to bear his Lady^s flattVing MefTage i 
That ean deliver with a Grace her Lye, 
And with bold a Face bring back a greater. 
Out, Varler, from my Sivj^ht. 

Duke, \V hat means your Grace ? 

L-'nr, Wiio llockM my Servant! Regan, I have Hope 
Thou didil not know it. 

Enter Gonerll. 
Who comes here \ Oh Heav'ns I 
If you do love old Men ; if you. Tweet Sir, 
AlioW Obedience ; if yourfelves arc old. 
Make it your Cafe, fend down ar.d take my Pari ! 
Why, Gorgon, dolt thou come to h int me here i 
Art not aihamM to look upon this Benrd ? 
Darkncfs upon my Eye?, they play me faiie ; 
O RegkM, wilt thou take her by (he ibnd^ 



uiyiii^ed by Google 



King LEAR. 27 

Gon. Why not by th' Hand, Sir ? How have I ofiVnued I 
All's not Offence that IndilcreciOD finds. 
And Dotage terms fo. 

Liar. Hearr^ thou art too tough. 
- Reg, I pray you, Sir, being old, confcfiyoaare fo. 
If till the Exph-atioQ of year Aioath, 
You wiU return and fojoum with our Sifter^ 
Dtfinifling half your Train, come then to me ; 
I am now from Home, and out of that Provilion 
That liiall be needful for your Entertainment, 

Lear. Return with her, and fifty Knights difmili'd I . 
No, rather D! foi l wear all Roofs, and chuie 
*To be Companion to the Midnight Wolf» 
My naked Head cxposM to th' mercMefs Air, 
Than have my fmalleft Wants fupply'd by her. 

G§n. At your Choice, Sir. 

Lear. Now» I prithee. Daughter, do not make me mad 1 
F wHt not trouble thee» my Child, farewell. 
We'll meet no more, no more fee one another j 
Let Shame come when it will, I do not call it^ 
I do not bid the Thunder-bearer ftrike, 
Nor tell tales of thee to avenging Heav'n ; 
Mend when thou canft» be better at thy Leifure | 
I can be patient, I can flay with Rdgan, 
I, and my hundred Knights. 
* Reg. Your Pardon, Siri 
I looked not for you yet, nor am provided* 
For your fit Welcome. 

Lear. Is this well fpoken now ? 

Reg. My Siiter treats you fair ; what ! fifty Followers I 
Is it not well r what iliould you need of more ? 

Gon, Why might not you, my Lord, receive Attendance 
from chofe whom fhe calls Servants, or from mine ? 

Rig, Why not, my Lord ? if then they chance to flick 
We €Ott*d controtti *em.-^If you come to me, Cyo^» 
For now I fee the Danger, I intreat you ' 
To bring but Five and twenty j to no more 
Will 1 give Place. 

Lear. Hold now, my Temper; (land this Bait unmov'd. 
And I am Thunder-Proof ; 

The wicked, when compared with the more wicked, 

C z Seem 
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Seem beautiful ; and not to be the worft^ 
Stands in feme Rank of Praife. Now, Gomril, 

Thou art innocent agen, V\\ go with thee ; 
Thy fifty yet does double Five and Twcriiy, 
A\^A tiiQii art twice her Love. 

GcK. Hear me, rny Lord. 
What need you Five and Twenty, Ten, or Five, 
To follow in a Houfe, where twice fo maox 
Have a Command ('attend you } . 

Rig. What need one ? 

Liar^ Blood ! Fire I here — — « Leprofie» and bfneft 

Iloon:;, rcc n for Hell to belch lier Horrois up, [^PlagUCs! 
And UicuLh the Circes in a Stream of fire ; 
Hark, how th' Infernals eccho to my RagjS 
Their Whips and Snakes.—— 

How leud a thing is Paflioa! 
^Goii. So old and ftomaehful. 

l^Light^mwg mi ntmdir^ 
Leitr. Heavens drop your Patience dawn i 
You fee me here, ye Gods, a poor old Man» 

As full of Grief as Age, wretched in both— • 
ni bear no more. No, you unnatural Hags, 
I will have fuch Revenges on you both, 
That all the World fhali I will do fuch thingi. 

What they are yet I know not, but they {ball be 
The Terrora of the Earth ; you think Til weep, [Tbundir 
This Heart fhali* break into a thoufand Pieces [again. 
Before Til weep #-»-»0 Gods I I lhall go mad* [£;ri/. 
Duke% • Tis a wild Night, come one o'ch* Storm. ^Ex. 

tbt End cf the Second A^, 




ACT 



Digitized by 



King L E A R. 



29 




ACT 111. 

.SCENE A difert Hiotb. 
Enter Lear and Kent in the Storm 



Liar. S^S^^S^^ LOW Winds, and buril your Cheeks, 



Of proud fngrateful Man. 

Kent. Not all my bell Intrcaties can periaade him 
Into feme needful Shelter, or to bide 
This poor flight Covering on his aged Head, 
B^posM to this wild War of Earth and He?v'n. 

I^ar^ Rumble thy fill, fight Whirlwind^ Rain and Firci 
Not Fire, Wind, Rain, or Thunder are my Danghtpra-:^ 
I tax not you, ye.Ekments, with UnkindneTs 1 
I never gave you Kingdoms, calPd you Children %\ 
You owe me no Obedience, then let fall- 
Tour horrible Pleafure ; here I (land your Slave,. 
A poor, infirm, weak, and defpis'd old Man | 
Yet will I call you fervile Minillers, 
That have with two pernicious Daughters join'di 
Their high engendered Battle againU a Head 
80 old and wluto a9 nine r Oh i oh I 'tit foul. 

Kini. flard by. Sir, iaaHovcl, that will lend* 
Some flielter from this Tcmpeft. 

Lear. I will forget my Nature, what! fo kind aPa- 
:^y, there's the Point. [iher? 
Keni. Coniider, . gpod my- Liege. Things thai love 




Till yon have drown'd the Towna 
and Palaces 




Fantailick Lightening, fmgp, finge my 
white Head ; 



rage louder yet. 



JiOve 

• 
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Lore not fuch Nights as this ; thefe wr^tfafii] Skies 

Frighten the very Wanderers o* th* Dark^ 

And make *em keep their Gaves ; fuch drenching Rain> 

Such Sheets of Fire, fuch Claps of horrid Thunder, 
Such Groans of roaring Winds^ have ne'er been known^ 

Lear, Let the great God?, 
That keep the dreadful Pudder o*er our Heads, 
Fmd out their Enegiies noiv. Tremble, thott Wretch 
Tint hail within thee undifcom'd Crioftes f ^ 
Hide that bloody Handy j 
Thou peijur'd Vin<)in,. holy Hypocrite, 
That drink'ii the Widow's Tears ; (igh now, and crjt 
Thefe dreadful Summancrs Grace, i am a M:ia • 
More fin'd ag^inft, than iinning. 

JCij^L Good Sir, to th' Hoveh 

Le£ir, My Wit begins to burn. 
Come on my Boy, how doft my Boy > Art cold ? 
I'm cold myfelf ; (hew this Straw^. my Pelbw 
The Art of oar NecciGty is ilrange. 
And can make vile things precious ; my poor Knave, 
CoW as I am ajt Heart, Tvc one Place there ^Loudir Stor?}K. 
That's forry yet for thee. [^Exiu 
Glofler'Jr Palace. Enter Baflard. 

5^/. The Storm is in our louder Rev'h'ngs drown'd. 
Thus wou'd I reign, couM I but mount a Throne. 
The Riots of thefe proud imperial SiHers 
Already have impos'd the galling Yoke 
Of - Taxes, and hard Impofitions, on 
The drudging Peafants Necks, who bellow out 
Their loud Complaints in vain — Triumphant Queens}' 
With what Allarance do they treat the Crowd ?- 
Oh ! for a Tafle of fuch Majeftick Beauty, 
Which none but my hot Veins are £c i'engagei. 
Nor are my Wiihes defp'rate, for even now. 
During the Banquet, 1 obferv'd thdr Glances 
Shot thick at me \ and, as they left the Room». 
Each cad, by Stealth, a kind inviting Smile, 
The happy Earneft ha ! 

7wo ^i^r^J^rUj^ Jfom Je^veral EairanceSf . dtli^ir. him^ i^c& 

a Letter^ and Ex. 

li(^herft Merit is fo uanfjtarcat^ tM ta hskold. i| [n eadti 

Were 
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Were Bliadneft^ and not to reward it Ingratitude* 

Enough ! Blind and Ungratefiil fliould I be 

Not to obey tlie Summons of this Oracle. 

Now for a iecond Letter. [Opens the otber^ 

If Modefly be not your £aemy,> doubt not to [Reads. 

Find me jrour Ff iead^ 

jRigeot:^ 

Kxciellent SMI I 0> my ^oviog. Blood t 

1 am already fick of Expefiation, 

And pant for the Poffeffion. Here Ghfiep comes 

With Buaneis on hi:) Brow ; be hufh'd my Joys. 

Gloft. I come to feek thee, Edmund^ to unpart a Bufi- 
nefs of Importance ; I know thy Loyal Heart is touched 
to fee the Cruelty o£ theie ungratefiU Daughters agaialt 
oar Royal Mafter* 

B.^y?. Modfavageand ttimatural.. 

Gkfi. This Change in the Stale flts rnieafy. The 
Commont repine aloud at their female Tjvants ; alieadyi 
they cry oat for the ReJnftabnent of their good om 
King, whoie Injuries^ I fear, will eniiame 'em imo Mtt* 
tiny. 

Bafi. 'Tis to be hop*d, not fear'd. 

Glofi, Thou haft it, Boy, 'tis to be hop'd indeed^ 
On me they, cail their Eyes, and hourly court me 
To lead 'em on ; and whilil this Head is mine^ 
I'm their«. A little covert Craft, my fioy^ 
And then for open Afiton ;r*twill be Employment 
Worthy fach honeft daring Sonis as thine. 
Thou, Edmund^ art my trufty EmiiTary. 
Hade on the Spur, at the hrll; break of Day [Gi^vei him 
With thefe Dilpatches to the Duke of Cambrav ; Ldters^ 
You know what mortal Feuds have always flam'd 
Between this Duke of Cornwall Family^ and his |» 
Full Twenty Thoufand Mountaineers 
TJi' inveteiate Prnoe will ieod to our Afi&ance« 
Difpatch ; cemaiend us to bis .Grace, and profper^. 

Baft. Yes, credulous old Man, 
T will commend you to his Grace, 
His Grace the Duke of Cornnval ^ ■ ■ "inflantly, 

yoAcw-him thefe Contenu lu^hy owa Chara^tert 
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And fcaPd with thy own Signet ; then forthwith 

'J he Chorrick Duke gives Sentence on ihy Life ^ 

And to my Hand thy vdil Revenue?, 

To glut my Pleafure that 'till now has Aarv'd. 

GUiiLet going off is met by Cordelia enfring^ fia&ard- 

obferwig at' a Diftance 

Cord. Turn, Glofter^ turn, by the facred Pow*fS 
i doMojtire you give my Griefs a Hearing ; 
YoQ mufty yott Audi, nay, l am fore yoa wiH,. 
For you were always ftyPd the Jufl and Good. 

Gloji. What wou'dft thou, Pnncefs ? rife, and ipenk thy 

Cord* Nay, yoa ihall promile to redrefs *em too, [Gnefa* 
Or here V\\ kneel for ever ; I entreat 
Thy Succour for a Father, and a Kjngi 
injured Father, aod^ao injured King. 

Baji, O charming Sorrow ! How her Tears adorJi ber^ 
Like Dew on Flowers, i bot flic is virtuous, 
*<And I moil quench this hopelefi Fire i'th? Idndling. 

Baft, Confider, Princefs, 
Por whom thou beg'A, 'tis for the King that wrong'd thee. 

Cord. O name not that ; he did not, cou'd not wrong me« 
Nay, mule nor, Glojicr, for it is too likely 
This iojur*d King, e*er this, is paft your Aid, 
And gone diftra^d with his favage Wrongs. 

Baft., rjl gaze no more, — and yet my Eyes are charmed** 

Cord. Or,, what if it be wbrfe i 
As 'tis too probable, thb farious Might- ^ 
Has pierc'd his tender Body ; the bieak Winds 
i^nd cold Rain chiii'd, or Lightening liruck him dead 5 
If it be fo, your Promife is dncharg'd. 
And I have only one poor Boon to beg, 
oThat you*d convey me to his breathleis Trunk,. 
With my torn Robes to wrap his hoary Head^ 
With.my torn Hair to bind his Hands and Fieet, 
Then with a Show*r of Tears 
To wafli'Us Glay-imearM Cheeks, and die befide him^ 

Glofi. Rife, fair Cordelia, thou hait Piety 
Enough t'atonc foi both thy Silteis Ciimes i 
1 have already plotted to reftore 
IVly iijjurM Mailer, and thy Virtue tells me* 

\¥« ihidl fac€«ed^..aad Ittddeoly^ t^seii^ 
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Card. Dirpatch, /Iranti^ 
Provide me a Difguife ; we^ll inftanily 
Go fcek the King, and bring him fome Relief* 

Ar. How, Madam \ Are you ignorant 
Of wliit your Jinpious Sillers have decreed ? 
Immediate Death for any that relieve him. 

Card. I cannot dread the Furies in this Cafe. 

Ar. In fuch a Night as this \ Coofider, Madam^ 
For many Mites about there's fearce a Bufii 
ToAekerin. 

Cerd. Therefore no Shelter for the King» 
And more our Charity to find him out : 
What have not Women dar'd for vicious Love ? 
And we'll be fliining Proofs that they can d ire 
For Piety as much. Blow Winds, and Lightoings fall, 
Bold in my Virgin Innocence 1*11 fly. 
My Royal father to relieve or 4ie. [£i«i#« 

Bafi* Provide me a Difguife, vt/e'll inftantly 
Go feek the King ha t ha I A lucky Changj?, 
That Virtue which I fear'd would be my Hind'nflBi^ 
Has prov'd the Bond to my Defign ; 
I'll bribe two Rufiians fhall at DiSance follow. 
And feize 'cm in fome defert Place ; and there 
Whillt one retains her, t'other (hall return 
T'inform me where (he's lodg'd ; Til be difguisM too; 
Whilft they are poching for me, TU to the Duke 
With thefe Difpatches, thea to the Field, 
Where, like the vigVous J9V€^ I will enjoy 
This Semie in a Storm ; 'twill deaf her Cries, 
Like Drums in Battle ; lell her Groans (hould pierce 
My pitying Ear, and make the amVou^ Fight lels fierce. 

Storm JliiL The Field Scene* Enter Lear and Kent. 

Kenf. Here is the Place, my Lord ; good my iMd^ CAter j 
The Tyranny of thii open Night's too rough 
For Nature to endure. 

Lear. Let me alone. 

Kefif. Good my Lord, enter. 

Lear. Wilt break my Heart ? 

K^n:, Befcech you. Sir* ' 
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L$ar. Thott fhink'ft mach tliat tliis contentiouff 
In^des us to the Skin ; fo ^tis to thee ; [Scoria 

Eut where the greater Malady is fixt. 

The leffer is fcarce felt : The Tcmpeft in my Mind 

Does from my Senfes t^kc all Feeling elfe, 

Save what beats there. Filial Ingratitude f 

Is it not as this Mouth ihould tear this Haod 

For h'fting Food to*t ? Bat I'll pamih«— ^Home t 

No» I will no more in fach a Nig^c 

To fliut me out ■ Pour on» I will endu re 

In fuch a Night as this : O Regan ^ Gowerrl f 

Your old kind Father, whofe frank Heart gave allj. 

O that Way Madnefs lies i let me fhun that i 

No more of that. 

Kent, See, my Lord, here's the Entrance* 

Leer. Well, I'll go in 
And pais it all s 1*11 pray, and then rtl fleep^r 
Poor naked Wretches, wherefoeVr jroa are» 
That *bide the pdting of this pitilefs Storm, 
Ho^v (hall your houfelefs Heads and unfed Sides 
Suilain this Shock ? Your Raggedaefs defend jroil 
From Seafons fuch as thefe. 
Oh ! I have ta'en too little Care of this ! 
Take Phyfick. Pomp, 
Exj^fe thyfelf to feel what Wretches feelt 
That thou may*ft caft the Snperflox to them^ 
And ihew the Heavens more juft. 

Edgar in the Ho^oeU 

Five Fathom and a half, poor 7om, 

Kent, What art thou (hat doil grumble there i^th'Stravy t 
Ccine forth. 

Edgar. Away ; The foul Fiend follows me^ Through . 
the iharp Haw-thorn blows the eold Wind Mum, 

So to the Bed and warm thee Ha ! What do I iee T 
iy all my Grieft the poor old King bareheaded^ 
And drenchM in this ibw Storm I P^trfefling ^yrin% 
Are all your Protellations come to this ? 

L$ar, Tell me^. Fellow, didil thou give all to thy 

[Daughters ? 

Edgar. Who gives any thing to poor ^om, whom the 
vli^ttLf lend has led through Fire,and through Flame,through . 

fittihes^ 
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Bufbes, and Bogs ; that has laid Knives under his Pillow, 
and Halters in his Few ; chat has made him proud of 
Heart to ride on a bay trotting Horfe over four ioched 
Bridges* to courfe hit own Shadow for a Traitor. " m 
Blefs thy five Wits. TvmU a cold. ISUvirs.^ Blcft 
thee firom Whirlwinds* Star-blafting; and taking; do 
poor Tom lome Charity, whom the foul Fiend vexes. — 
Sa, fa i there I could have him now^ and there^ and Uiere 
agen. 

Lear. Have his Daughters brought him to this Pafs f 
Couldtt thou fave nothing ? Didil thou give them all i 

KiHt. He has no Daughters, Sir. 

Z>4ir. Deatht Traitor^ Aothine could havo fobdu'd Na<i 
To fttch a Lownefs* but 1m untrand Daaghters. [tum 

Edg. Pillicock fat upon Pillicock' hilP; hallo* halloj 

Lear. Is it the Fartiion that difrcgardcd Fathers [hallo# 
Should have fuch little Mercy on their FleQi ? 
judicious Punilhment* Uwas his Fleib begot 
Thofe Pelican Daughters. 

£4(g. Take heed of the fow Fiend ; obqr thy Parents j 
keep i\iy Word jufily i fwear not ; commit not witk 
Man's (Worn Spoufe i- fet not iby {weet Heart on prood 
Array ; T§Hf% a cold. 

Lear. What haft thou been ? 

Edg. A Serving-man proud of PTeart, that curPd my 
Hair, ufed Perfume and VVaHies ; that ferved the Lull of 
my Miftrefs's Heart* and did the A61 of Darknefs with 
ber4 fwore as many Oaths as I fpoke Words ; and broke 
them all m the iweet Face of Heaven : Let not the Painty 
nor the Patchy nor the Ruftling of Silks, betray thy poor 
Heart to Woman ; keep thy Foot oat of Brothels, thy 
Hand -ont of Phckets, thy Pen from Creditors Books, 
and defy the foul Fiend. ' Still through the Haw- 

thorn blows the cold Wind. Sefs, Suum, Mun, Nonny* 
Dolphin, my Boy I — Hiii, the Boy, the Boy I Seke ! Soft, 
let him trot by. 

Limr. Death I thou wert better in thy Grave, than 
thas to anfwer with diy uncovered Body, this Extre- 
mity of the, Sky. And yet eonfider Urn w^, and Man*a 
no more than this.; thou art indebted to the Worm for ^ 
no Silk, to the Beaft ioi ao Hide, |o th<r Cat for no 

. . Perfume^ 
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Perfum d ■ ■ Ha f here's two of qs arc fophifticated ; 
thou art the thing itfelf, unaccommodated Man is no more 
than fuch a poor bare-fork'd Animal as thou art. 
Off, off, ye vain Diiguifes, empty Lending?, 
I'll be my original felf ; quick, quick^ uncafe me, 

KifU* Defend his Wits, good Heaven ! 
. Liar. One Point I had forgot I what*s your Name t 

E^. Poor Tm, that eats the fwimming Frog, the 
Wall-Nut and the Water-Nut 5 that in the Fury of his 
Heart, when the foul Piend rages, cats Cow-Dung for 
Sallads, fwallows the old Rat, and the Ditch-Dog, that 
drinks the green Mantle of the (landing Fool, that*s 
whipt from Tithing to Tithing, that has three Suits to 
liis Back, fix Shirts to his Body ; 

Horfe to ride* and Weapon to vvenr. 
But Rao and Mice, and fuch imaU Deer, 
Hav^ been 7cm*$ Food for feven long Year. 
Beware, my Follower ; Peace, SmuUc'n, Peace, thou 
foul Fiend. 

Lear, Orie word more, but be fure true counfel ; tell 
aae, is a Madman a Gentleman, or a Yeoman ? 

kent. 1 fear'd 'twou'd come to this ^ his Wits are 
gone. 

Edg. FratirrM calls me, and tc!!s me, iVW is an 
Angter in th($ Lake of Darknefs. Pray, hmnM^ and 
beware the fbul Fiend. - 

If. r. Right, ha \ ha ! Was it not pleafant to have a 
Thoufand with red hot Spits come hilsmg in upon 'em. 

Edg. My Tears begin to take his i*an fo much. 
They mar my Counterfeiting. [^f^^e. 

Liar. The little Dogs and all, Tray, Blanch, and 
Sweet-Heart, fee they bark at me. , 
£dg. 7m will throw his Head at *em ; avannt, ye Oirs. 
Bb thy Month, or black, or white. 
Tooth that poifons if it bite f 
MaftifF, Grey-Hound, Mungrel, Grim, 
Hound, or Spaniel, Brach, or Hym i 
. Bob-Tail, Hight, or Trundie-Tail, 
7pn will make- 'em weep and wail i 
For with throwing thus my Head, 
DO0 leiP the Hatch, and all are fled, . 

4 Ud. 
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Ud, de, de, de, See, fee, fee. Come, march to Wakes, . 
and Fairs, and Market-Towns.— ^Poor Taw, thy Horn 
is dry. 

Liar. You, Sir, I entertain yon for one of my Hon* 
dfed, only I do not like theTafhion of your Garments ; 

you'll fay they're Perfiatj, but no Matter, let 'em be 
changed. 

Enter Glofler. 
'Edcr, This Is the foul Flibertigihet ; he bcpfins at Cur- 
few, and walks at firft Cock ; he gives the Web, and the 
Pin ; knits the Elflock ; fquints the Eye, and makes the 
Hair-Lip'; mildews the white Wheat, and hurts the poof 
Creature of , the Earth. ^ 

Swhiin footed thrice the Cold, 

He met the Night Mare and her Nine-Fold, 

'Twas there he did appoint her ; 
He bid her alight, and her Troth plight, 

And arroynt the Witch arroynt her. j 
Gloji. What, has your Grace no better Company f 
Edg. The Prince of Darkiiefs is a Gentleman ; M§d9 
he is call 'd, and M^^ir. 

Gloft, Oo with me^ Sv ; hard bv I have a Ten^t. 
My Duty cannot fuffer me to obey in all your Daugh- 
ters hard Commands^ who have enjoin'd me to make fafl 
my Doors, and let this tyrannous Night take hold upon 
you. Yet have I ventured to come to feek you out, ^nd 
bring you where both Fire and Food are ready. 
Ktnt, Good my Lord, take his Offer. 
Lear. Firft let nie talk with this Philofopher | 
Say, Staggiritey what is the Caufeof Thimder ? 
G/(y?. Befcechyou, Sir, eo with me. 
i^^r. ini take a Woid with this lame learned ndaH. 
What is your Study ? 

E^/g, How to prevent the Fiend, and to kill Vermin. 
Lear. Let me afkyou a Word in private, 

Kent, His Wits are quite unfettled i good Sir, let^s force 

him hence. 

GUfi. Can'ft blame him ? His Daugbten feek -hit 
Death ; thb Bedlam but difturbs him the moi:e. FdW, 

be gone. 

Child iRrai/iivi/ to the dark Tow V came, 

D Hit 
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His Word W|i8 ftill Fi, Fo, and Fiim, 

I £nell the Blood of a Britijb Man. — —Oh I Torture ! 

[Exit. 

Chfl, Now, T prithee Friend, let's take him in oiir 
Arms, and cany him where he fliali meet both \^ el come 
Good Sir, along with us. [and Protection. 

Lear, You fay right, let 'em anatomize Regarty for what 
breeds about her Heart \ is there any Caufe in Nature for 
thefe hard Hearts \ 

Kent. I befeech ybar Grace. 

Lear. Hift !-*~Make no Noife, make no Noife — ^ 

fa, fo i weUl to Supper i'th' Morniag. [^E.xiunt» 

Enter Cordelia and Arante. 
j^r. Dear Madam, re IV ye here, oar Search is vain. 
Look, here's a Shed ; befeech ye, enter iiere. 

Cord. Prithee go thyfelf, feek thy own Eaie ; 
Where the Mind's free, the Body's delicate ; 
This Temp^fl but diverts me from the Thought 
Of what would hurt me more. 

Enter t*wo RuSiBJis. 

1 . Ku/f. Wc have dog'd 'cm (rs enongh ; this Place is 
I'll keep 'cm Prifoners here withni uiis Hovel, [privatei 
Whllll: you return and bring Lord Edmund hither j 

;Bttt help me Jirll to houfc 'em. 

2. Pu^. Nothing but this dear Devil [Stews GM, 
Shoa'd have drawn me through all this Tempeft $ 

Bat to our Work. 

Tiey feize Cordelia and Arante, nvio fortek out. 
Soft, Madam, we are Friends ; difpatch, I fay. 

Co>\ Help, Murder, Help; Goui 1 Some kind Thun- 
To ilrikc me dead. [tierbolt 

Enter Edgar. 

Edg, What Cry was that r— Ha ! .Women feiz'd by 
Is this a Place and Time fpr Vilhiny ? [lluffians I 

Avauni;. y« Bloodhounds. IDrives item njoitb his Sluar^ 

Itef^Jiaf. 

Both. The Devil, the Devi!. [Run of. 

Edg, O fpealc, what are yc that appear to be 
O' th' tender Sex, and yet unguarded wander 
^ Through the dread Mazes of this dreadful Night, 
Where (though at full) th^ clouded MoQU fcarce darts 
Imperfed GJmmerings I Cord. 
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Cord. Firft fay, what art thou ? 
Our Guardian Angel, that wcrt plcasM faffume 
That horrid Shape to fright the Raviihers I 
We'll kneel to thee. 

Edg. O my tumultuous Blood f 
By all my trembling Veins, Co rdelia*s Voices 
^Tis flie herfelf I My Scnfes fare conform 
To my wild Garb, and I am mad indeed. [ J/t/e* 

Cord. Whatever thou art, befriend a wretched Virgin ; 
And, if thou canll, divcii our weary Search. 

Edg. Who relieves poor Tom, that fleets on the Netde, 
with the Hedge-pig for his PHlow. 

Whilll Smug ply'd the Bellows, 
She truck'd with her Fellows ; 
The freckle-fec'd Mab 
Was a Blouze and a Drab, 
YetSwitbinmadeOieronjcsilousm^^h I Torture^ 

jlr* Alack I Madam, a poor wandering Lttmuick« 

Cord. And yet his Language feemM but now well tern- 
Speak, Friend, iq one more wretched thanthyfelf : [per' J* 
And if thou haft one Interval of Senfe, 
Inform us, if thou canft, where we may find 
A poor old Man, who through this Heath has dray'd 
The tedious Night. Speak, faw*ft thou fuch a one ? 

Edg, The King her Father, whom fhe's come to feek, 
- Through all the Terrors of this Night : O Gods ! l^'idg^ 
That fuch amazing Piety, fuchTemlemeft 
8hou*d yet to me be cruel. 
Yes, fair one, fuch a one was lately here. 
And is convey M by fome that came to feck him. 
To a neighb'ring Cottage ; but diiUnCti/ where, 
I know not. 

Cord, Bleffings on *em ; 
Let's find him out, jlroMtu for dioa leeft 
We are in Heaven's ProteAion. [Gging off. 

Edg. OCorJilial 

Cord. Ha f— Thou know*ft my Name. 

Edg. As you did once know Ed^ar\. 
Cord. Edgar ! 

Edg, The poor Remains of Ed^ar% what your Scorn 
has left him. JD z C»rd, 
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. Cor^. Do we wake, Jtante ? 

Edg, My Father fecks my Life, which I pivfcrv'd. 
In Hopes of iome bleft Minute to oblige 
Difireli Cordeiia, and the Gods have gi veq it ; 
That Thought alone prevaiPd with me to take 
Thisfrantick Drefs, to make the Earth my UcJ, 
With thefebare Limbs all Change of Seafons bide, 
NoorL's Icorching Heat, and Midnight's piercing Cold, 
To feed on Offals, and to drink with Herds, 
To combat with the Winds, and be the Sport 
Of Clowns, or what's more wretched yet, their. Pity« 
' Jr. Was ever Tale fo full of Mifery I 

EJg. But fach a Falfas this I grant was dae 
To my afpiring Love, for \twas prefumptuous^ 
Though not prdumptuoufly purfucd ; 
For well you know I wore my P lames conceal'd. 
And file at as the Lamps that burn in Tnmbs, 
Ti*l > perceivM my Grief, with modcft Grace 
Drew lortu twc Secret, and then kaPi my Pardonr 

Cord. You had your Panion, nor am you €haUeqg&iBOra% 

£d^/ Whai do 1 challenge more I 
Such Vanity agrees not with thefe Rags : 
When in my profpVous State, rich G/^/^r's licir, 
Yqu filcnc'd my Pretences, and cnjoin'd me 
To trouble you upon that l lxeme no more ; 
Then what Hcception muft love's Language find 
f rom thefc bare Limbs and Beggar's h-mble Weeds I 

Cord, Such as a Voice of Pardon to a Wi»tc)i cpjidemn'd^ 
Such as the Shouts 

Of fuccouring I orces to a Town befieg'd. 

£d^. Ah ! what new Method now of Cruelry ? 

Cord Come to my Armf. ihou dearelt, beft of ^I^n, 
And take the kindeft Vows thai e'er were fpoke 
By a proiefting Maid. . 

Edg, Is't pollii)le ? 

Ccrd. By the dear vital Stream that bathes ipy Hearty 
Thefe hallowed Rags of thine, and nak^d yj^tiH5, 

Thefe abjea Taffels, thefe fantaftick Shreds, , 

(iviuiciiloas even to ihc nicancR Clown) 
'i o me are dearer than 4l<^ richell Toi^p 
Of purple Monarchs. 



Digitized by 



King LEAR. 41 

EJg. Generous charming Maid, 

The Gods alone that made, can rate thy Worth ! 
This moil amazing Excellence fnall be 
Fame's Triumph m iucceeding Ages, when 
Thy bright Example fhall adorn the Scene, 
And teach the World Perfedion. 

Cord. Cold and weary. 
We'll reft a while, Jrante^ on that Straw, 
Then forward to find out die poor old King. 

Edg. Look, r have Flint and Steel, the Implements 
Of wandVingLunaticks; I II ilnkc a Light, 
And make a Fire beneath this Shed, to dry 
Thy Storm-drenchM Garments, 'eVe thou lie to reft thcc y 
Then fierce and wakeful as th' Ihf/ en' an Dx^goxi, 
I'll watch befide thee to proted thy Sleep ; 
Mean while the Stars fhall dart their kindeil Beams, 
And Angels vifiit my CordtUa's Dreams* [Exnmtm 

SCENE, ne Palace. 

Enter Cornwal, Regan, Baftard, Servants. Comwal 

Hjunb Glofter'i Letters, 

Duke* I will have my Revenge 'e'rc I depart his Houfc* 
Regafty fee here, a Plot upon our State ; 
'Tis G/ojier's Charadcr, that has betray 'd 
His double Truft of Subjed and of Hoft. 

Reg, Then double be our Vengeance i this confirmi - 
Th' Intelligence that we now received. 
That he has been this Night to feek the King ; 
But who. Sir, was the kind Difcoverer F 

Duke, Our Ea^le, quick to fpy, aiid hcrce to feize 
Our truily Edmund. ■ ... 

Reg, 'Twas a noble Sei*vice ; 
O Corn^^val, take hira to tny deepeil Truft,- 
And wear him as a Jewel at thy Heart. 

Bafi, Think, Sir, how hard a Fortune I fufiaxn. 
That makes me thus repent of ferving you i . 
O that this Treafon had not been, or i 
Not the Difcoverer* . 

Duke. Edmund i ihou fhall find * ... 

D 3 ' A Father 
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A Fa* her in our Lpve« and from this Minate 
We call thee Earl of Gh/gr ; but there yet 

Remains another Juftice to be done. 
And that's to punifh this difcarded Traitor ; 
Bat left thy tender Nature ftiould relent 
At his juft Sufferings, nor brook the Sight, 
We wifti thee to withdraw. 

Rig. Tb&Gro/to, Sir, within the lower Grove [7# 
Has Privacy to fuit a Mourner's Thought. [Bdmtmd afi^^ 

Bkjt. And there I inay cxpeft a Comforter, 
Ha, Madam I 

^ Reg, What n-ay happen, Sir, I know not. 
But 'twas a Friend's Advice. [Exit Baflard, 

Duke, Bring in the IVaitor, 

Gloiter brought in* 

Bind faft his Arms. 

Glofi. What mean your Graces f 
You are my Guefts, pray do me no foul Play. 

Dith. Bind him, I. fay, hard, ftayder yet* * 

R(g. Now, Traitor, thou lhalt find— — 

Duke, Sp: :il', Rebel, where kUl thou fent the King 
WhoDi, Spight of oar Decrtc, tb>cu faw'fl bil Night. 
" Giofi, \ m ty'd to th' Stake, and muft Rand the Courfc^ 

Reg, Say where, and why thou haft conceard \\m i 

GJetfi. Becaufel .wou'd noj fee thy cruel Han4& 
Tear out his poor old Eyes, nor thy fierce S^er 
Carve his annointed Flefli i but 1 mall fee 
'i ikc fwift wingM Vengeance overtake fuch Cjiildren. 

Duke. S^c\ thou I' alt never ; Slaves perform your Work^^ 
Out with thoie treacherous Eyes ; difp^itch^ I lay. 
If thou ieck Vengeance 

G/afi. He tiwt will think to live, 'till he be old- 
Give me fomc Help»—0 cruell oh! ye Gods. 

[TAqt ^ut out his Mj/asm. 

Sir*v. HoW, ho{d, my Lord, \ bar your ^ri^elty i 
I cannot love your Safety, an4 give Way 
To fuch a barbarous Pradice. 

Dul^i. Ha ? my Villain ! 

Serv. I have been your Servant from my Infancy» 
But better Scr\ ice hiive J never done yo^ 
Than with this BoiUiieis.t**—-^ ^^ 

Duig. 
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Di^e. Take thy Death, Slave. 

Nay, then Revenge whilft yet my Blood is warm. 

Rig, Help here Are yoa not hurt, m}' Lord ? 

Ghft. Edmund^ enkincUe aU the Sparks of Ngtare 
To quit this fiorrid Aft. 

Reg. Out treacherous Villain, 
Thou cairft on him that hates thee ; it was he 
That braachM thy Treafon, Ihew'd us thy Iviff atches ; 
There — read, and fave the Cumbrian Priace a Laboun 
If thy Eyes fail thee, call for Speftacles, 

GIofT. O my Folly I 
Then Edgar wsls abusM ; kind Gods, forgive me that 

Reg. How is\ my Lord ? 

Duh. Turn out th^tey clefs ViBain^ let him fmell 
llib Way to Cambray Tthrow this Slave upon a DanghiB. 
Rcgon, i b ccd apace ; give me your Arm. 

Gloji. All dark, and comfortlefs ! 
Where are theib various Objedls that, but now, 
EippJoy'd my buly Eyes ? Where ihofe Eyes? 
Dead are their piercing Rays, that lately Ihot 
O'er flow'iy Vales to Si|^nt fnowyij^ls. 
And drew with Joy the vaft Eiprizon in. 
Thefe groping Hands are now ciy only Guides^ 
And Feeling all my Sight. 

0 Aiiicry ! Vv'hat Words can found iny Grief? 
Shut from, the Living vvhilll: among the Living ; ^ 
Dark as the Crave amidft the bufthng World. 

At once from Bus ^u fj, and from Pleafnre bar'd ; 
No more to view the Beauty of the Spring, 
Nor fee the Face of Kindred, or of Friend : 
Yet ftill one Way th' ejctrcarndt Fate aflbrd^ 
And e'en the Blind can find the Way to Death. 
Muft I then tamely die, and unrcveng'd \ 
So Lccir may fall : No, witJi thefc bleeding Rln^s 

1 will preterit me to the pitying Crowd, ^ 

And wi^h the Rhctorick of thcfc dropping Veins 
Entlame 'cm to revenfi,e their Kiag a.ia me ; 
Then when the glorious Mifcbief s on the Wing, 
This Li niber fromibme Precipice Til mow. 
And daOi it on tljf laggijdf ^^nt l^lov i * wi, 
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Whence my freed Soul to her bright Sphere ihall fly, T 
Through boundlcfs Orbs eternal Kcgions ijpy, > 
" * *'* (the Son) be all one glorious £ye. L^^^^* 3 

The End oj the "Third A£t. 




ACT. IV. 




SCENE, AGrotto. 

Edmund and Regan am^nufly Jtaiid^ Ufintimg to Mmfich 

HY were thofe Beauties made another's 

Right ? 

54 Which none can prize like me? Charm- 

^ Take my blooming Youth ; for ever 

fold me 

In thofe foft Arms ; lull me in endlefs Sleep, 
That I may dream of Pleafnres too transporting 
For Life to bear. 

Reg. Live, live, my Glofter^ \ 
And feel no Death, but that of fwooning Joy f 
I yield the BlifTes on no harder Terms, 
Than that thou continue to be happy. 

Baji, This Jealoufy is yet more kind ; is't poi&ble 
That 1 fhould wander from a Paradife 
To feed on fickly Weeds ? Such Sweets live here,. 
That Confiancy wiU be no Virtue ia me. 
And yet miift 1 forthwith go meet her Sifiery \^^Jidt;. 
To whom I muft proteft asmuch«— 
Suppofe it be tlie iame \ why» beitcf ally ' ^ 

And 
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And I have theii my Leffon 'icaJy conn'd. 

£f£. Wear ^his Kemeinhrance of axe —I dare now 

Abfent myfelf no longer from liie Dake^ 
Whofe Wound grows daogerous, I hope inortal. 
£a/l* And let this happy Image of your GJ»fitr 

[^Pulling oMi a Pi^re^ i^Bps m Nm* 
Lodge in that Breall wheie all his Tmfure Ves. [ExU. 

Reg, Tothis brave Youth a Woman's blooming Beauties 
Are due ; my i col ufurpsmy Bed— — What's here } 
Confufjon on my Eyes. [Rends. 
Where Merit is tranfparenty not iQ biljold it 
Blindmifif and U ri^ofd it^ InQratitudt, 

Vexatious Accident ! Yet fortunate too : 

My Jealoufy^s confina^dy aad I am taught 

To cad (oxtDCf Defcace SnHnan Offitir. 

Now, what mean thofe Shouts, and this thy haAy £ntrao(at 

Gjj\ A nioft furprifmg ai^d a fudd^ Ciyyige^i 
The Pea fan ts are all up in Mutiny, 
And only want a Chief to lead \w OH 
To Aorm youi Falace« 

Rig. On what Provocation ? 

Off. At bft Day *s pubUckif cftividt to imUA 

The Yeomen from all QuairtfisB'hikd.refttrVli 
Old Qhfitr^ whom you late depriv-d of Sight, 
fHis Veins yet ftreamingfi ern ) prcfents himfclf, 
Proclaims your Cruelty, and their OpprefTion, 
^^ uh the King's Injuries j which fo enrag'd 'eoif 
That now that Mutiny, which long had crept. 
Takes Wing, and threatens your beft Pow'ra. 

Reg, White-hverM Slave I 
Our Forces raia'd, and led by valiant E^und% 
Shall drive this Monfter of KebelUon bftc]^ 
To her dark Cell ; young Gloflfr\ Arm allays 
1'hc Storm, his Father's iceblc Bicadi didralle. [£*iif» 

Field S C E N E, Enter Ed^ ar. 

E^ig. The lowed and moil abject Thing of f ortuoe 
Stands llill in Hope, and is fecure from Fear i 
The lamentable Change is from (he Beft» 
The Woril returns to J|eUei:.«-^WhQ Qoaealiere f 
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inter Glofter, led by an old Man* 
My Father poorly led I depriv'd of Sight ! 
The precious Scones torn from their bleediiig Rings f 
Something I heard of this inhuman Deed, 
But difbelfCvM it, as an A61 too horrid 
For the hot Hell of a curll Woman's Fury j 
When will the Meafvirc of my Woes be full ? 

G'o!l. Revenge, thou art on foot, Succcfs attend thep. 
Weil have I fold my Eyes, if the Event 
Prove happy for the injur'd King. 

OldM. O, my good Lord, I have been your Tenancy 
and your Father^s Tenant thefe fburfcore Years. ' 

GUft. Away^ get thee sway, good Friend be gone > 
Thy Comforts can do me no GocS at all, 
they may hurt. 

Old M. You cannot fee your Way. 

Glojf. I have no Way, and therefore wantnoEyes^ 
I ftumbied when I faw : O dear Son Edgar, 
The Food of thy abufed Father^s Wrath» 
Might I but live to fee thee in my Toodi^ 
Fd iaxt I had Eyes sijgen/ 

JUr. Alas, he^s fenfflde that I was wronged. 
And mouM I own myfelf, his tender Heart 
Would break betwixt th' Extreams of Grief and Joy. 

Old How now, who's there ? 

Edg, A Charity for poor Tom* Pky fair, and deiy 
the foul Fiend. 

O Gods ! And muft I ftill purfue this Trade, iJfiJr. 
Trifling beneath fuch Loads of Mifery I 

OUM. 'Tis poor mad Jm. 

Glofi. In the late Sconn» I fuch a Fellow iaw. 
Which made me think a Man a Worm. 
Where is the Lunatick ? 

Q/d M. Here, my Lord. 

G/ofi. Get thee now away ; if for my Sake 
Thou wilt o'er-take us hence a Mile, or two, 
I'th' Way to Do*ver, do't for ancient Love, 
And bring fome CovVing for this naked Wretch, 
Whom ril intreatto lead me. 

OUM. Alack, my Lord, he*8 mad. (Blind, 

Glo/t. ^Tis the Time's Plague when Mad^men l^the 
Do as I bid thee. Old 
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OU If. rU being himthe bcft *piiml tbat Ihare, 
Come on*t what will. [£jetr. 

G/o/t, Sirrah, naked Fellow. 

EJg. Poor Tm\ a cold I cannot fool it loneer. 
And yet I muft— BIcfs thy fweet Eye?, they bleed ; 
Eelicv't pooi" 'Tom ev'n weeps hii LimJ to Icc 'em. 

G/o//. Know'il tiiou the Way to Do^er P 

Edg, Both Stile and Gate, Horfe-way and Foot-path ; 
poor Tom has been feared out of his good Wits ; bidi 
every true Man's Son from the foul Fiend. 

G/oJt» Here take this Purfe ; that I am wretched 
Makes thee happier. Heav'n deal fo fiilL 
Thus let the griping Ufttrer*s Hoard lioltlerM, , 
So Diflribution ihaU undo Excefs, 
And each Man have enough. DoH thou know Do^jcr ? 

£d^. hy^ Mailer. 

Gloft. There's a Cliff, whofe high and bending Head 
XiOoks dreadfully down on the roaring Deep i 
Bring me but to rlie very brink of ic. 
And r\\ repair the Poverty thoa.bear*ft 
With fomething rich about sne ; from that Place 
I ihall no Leading need. 

Edg. Give me thy Arm : Poor 9m» fliall guide Aee. 

Gloft. Sof^ for I hear the Tread of Paflengcrs. 
Enttr )LcviX. and Cordelia. 

Cord. Ah me ! Your Fear's too true, it was the King; 
I Jpoke but now vv jth foinc that nict him 
As mad as the vcx'd Sea, fmging aloud, 
Crown'd with raiik Femiter, and Furrow Weedst 
With Berries, Burdocks^ Vicdets» Pazies, Poppie% 
And all the idle Flowers that crow - 
Jo our fuflaining Com ; condiift me to hiniy 
And Heaven fo profper thee. 

Kent. 1 win, good Lady, 

Ha, G/o ?er herd Turn, poor dark Man, and liear 

A Friend's Condolemcnt, who at Sight of thine 
Forgets his own Diftrefs, thy old true Kent. 

iilofi* How, Kint ? From whence returned ? 

Kint. I have not fince my Baniftiment been abfent. 
But inJDifguife follow'd th' abandoned King : 
^Xwds mc ihou faw'ft with him in the late Storm* 

Gkft. 
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Gloft.' Let trie embrace thee; had I Eyes; I nw 
Should weep for Joy ; but let this trickling BIoQd ' ' 
Suffice ttifl^ of Tears. 

Cvf'd^ O Mifery I 
To whom fhall I complain, or in what Language ? 
Forgive, O wretched Man, the Piety 
That brought thee to this Pafs, 'twas I that caus'd it j 
I cad me at thy Feet, and beg of thee 
1 o cruih thefe weeping Eyes to equal Darknel^ 
If that will give thee any Recompence, 

Edg. Was ever Seafon fo dtfeeftas this f lAfidim . 

G/^. I think Ctfr^^M*s Voice f £iie piotts Princefe^^ . 
And take a dafk MEan's Kieffing. ^ 

Cord, O, my Edgar! 
My Virtue's now grown guilty, works the Bane 
Of thofe that do befriend me, Heav'n forfakes me, 
And when you look that Way, it is but juft ' 
That you (hou'd hate me too. 

Edg. O wave this cutting Speech^ and (pare to wound 
A Heart that's on the Rack • 

Gloft. Nor bnger doiid A^e; Kmti in that Difgnife, 
There^s Bufioefi for thee, and of nobleft Weigh: i 
Our injured Country is at length in Arms, 
Urg'd by the King's inhuman Wrongs and mine^ 
And only want a Chief to lead 'em on* 
That Tafk be thine. 

Etfg. Erave BrUains, then there's Life in't yet. \^JfiJit ' 

Kmt* Then have we one Caft for our Fortune lliU. 
Come, Princefs, I'll bcftow you with the King, 
Then on the Spur Q> head thefe Forces. 
Farewel, %wiGhfttr^ to our Conduft tnifl; 

Gbft, And be yotir Cau(e-a9pr6(pV>ii8^as *tis juft. [^Ex. 
Gonerirj Palace. Enter Goncril, Attendants. 

Gon, It was great Ignorance, Glofter\ Eyes being out^ 
To let him live, where he arrives he moves 
All Hearts againft us : Edmund I tiiink is gone, 
' In Pity to his Mifery to difpatch him. 

Geni. Nb, Madun^ he*s retunt'd on Ipeedy Summons' 
Back to your Sifier. 

G9M. Ha I I like notthat. 

Sock Speed«iuft4^ tihe Wingsof Love ; whert^sMi^ f 

Gint. 
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GeHt. Madam, widiio, but never Man fo chang'd j 
t told him of iht Uproar of the Pea(ants> 
He fmird at it» when I infonn'd him 

Of G/o/fer's Treafon— • 

Go/j. Troubk him no farther. 
It is his coward Spirit ; back to our Sifter, 
Halle n licr Mu tiers, and let her know 
I have giv'n the DiftafF into mv Hufband's Hands. 
That done, with fpecin! Care deUver thefe Difpatches 
In private to yoang Giofier. 

Entir a Meffinger* 

Meff. O Madam, moft nnfeafonaUe News, 
The Duke of CornujaPs dead of his late Wound, 
Whole Lofs your Sifter has in Part fupply'd. 
Making brave Edmund General of her Forces. 

Go^. One Way I like this well ; 
But being a Widow, and my Glojter with her. 
May blaft the promised Harveft of our Ijove. 
A Word more. Sir " add Speed to your Joamey, 
And if ypu chance to meet with that bKnd Tiaitor, 
Preferment falls on him that cuts him off. [ Ex. 

The FifU S C E N E, G lolkr and Edgar. 

Gloft. When ftiali we come to th' Top of that fame 

Edg. We climb it now, mark how we koour. (Hill i 
ethinks the Ground is even, 

Edg, Horribly ileep % heark, do you hear the Sea ? 
Gloft. No truly. 

Edg. Why then your other Senfes grow imperfeft 

By your Eyes Anguifli; 

Gkft. So may it be indeed. 
Methinks thy Voice is alter'd, and thou ipeak'll 
hi better Phrafe and Manner than thou did ft. 

Edg, You are much deceived; in nothing am I aher'd 
But my Garments. 

Gloft. Methinks y' are better fpoken. 

Edg, Come on. Sir. here's the Place; how fearful 
And dizzy 'tis to caft one*8 Eyes fo low. 
The Crows and Choughs, that wing the midway Air, 
Shew fcarce fo big as Beetles ; half Way down 
Hangs one that gathers Samphire, dreadful Trade I 
The Filhermen that walk upon the i^each, 

E Appear 
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Appear like Mice : and yon tall anchoring Bark 
JSecms lelTcnM to her Cock, her Cock a Buoy, 
Almod too fniall for Sight ; the murmuriog ^urgc 
Cannot be heard io high j I'll look no more 
1 r'\my Brain turn, and the Diforder make m« 
Tumble down head*long. 

Glafi. Set me wheie yon ftand. 

Eifg. You are now within a Foot of th' extrcani Verge. 
For all beneath the Mooa 1 wou*d not now 
ieap forward. 

G/o/t, Let go my Hand ; 
Here, Friend, is another Purfe, in it a Jewel 
Well worth a poor Man's taking ; get thee farther^ 
Bid me farewell^ and let me hear thee going. 

EJg Fare you well^ Sir. That I do tnfle thas 

With this his Defpair, is with Defign to cure it. 

Glofi, Thus, mighty Gods, this World I do renounce. 
And in your Sight ihake my AfHiclions off; 
If I cou'd bear 'em longer, and not fall. 
To quarrel with your great oppofclcfs Wills, 
My Snuff and feebler Fart ot Nature Ihou'd 
Burn itfelf out. If E^gar livM I Oh I blefs him. 
Now, Fellow, fare thee well* 

Gone, Sir, farewelL 
And yet I know not how Conceit may rob 
The Trcafury of Life. Had he been where he thought. 
By this had Thought been pad.— -Alive, or Dead? 
Hoa, Sir, Friend ; hear you. Sir, fpeak. ■ ■ ■ 
Thus might he pafs indeed,— — yet ye revives. 
What arc you, Sir ? 

C'cj}. Away, and let me die. 

£iig. Hadft thou been ought but Gofmore Feathers . 
Falling fo many Fathom down, (Air, 
Thou hadft fhiverM like an Egg ; bat thou doft breathe, . 
Hafty heavy Subdance. ijleed'il ? Kql Ipeak I Art louad ? 
Thy Life's a Miracle. 

Gioft. But have I fallen, or no ? 

£<j^. From the dread Summit of this chalky Bourn ; 
Look up, an Height, the ihrill tun'd Lark fo high 
Cannot be fecn, or heard i do but look up. 

C/oJt. Aiack^ I have no Eyes. 

Is 
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Is Wretchednefs deprivM that Benc£t 
7 0 end itfelf by Death ? 

Ei/g. Give me your Ai-m. 

Up; fo, how ib^t? Feel you your Legs? You ilaad. 
Gloff. Too well, too well. • 

E^'g. Upon the Brow o' th' ClifF,. what Thing was that 
Which parted from you I 

G/o/t, A poor unfortunate Beggar,- 

Edg. As I ftood here below, methought his Eyes- 
Were two 6s& Moons, wide Noftrils breathing Fii!e. 
It was fome Fiend, therefore thoa happy Father, 
Think that th' all powerful Gods, who make them Ho- 
OfiVIens Impoflibilitics, have prelci ved thcc. (nours- 

Glo/t. 'Tis wonderful ; henceforth Til bear Affli45lion 
'Till it expire } the Goblin which you fpeakofy 
I took for a Man ; oft-times 'twould fay, 
The Fiend, the Fiend : He led me to that Place, (here ?' 

E4g. Bear free and patient I'h oughts. But who comes 
£»tef Lear, a Carina of Flrwirf an his Himdi 
Wnatti an^Garl^mds about kim. 

tear. No, no; they cannot touch me fot coining;: 
I am the King himfelf. 

E^fg, O piercing Sight. 

Lear, Nature's above Art in that Refpe^l ; there *3 
your Prefs-Money : That Fellow handles his Bow like a 
Cow-Keeper: ■ "Draw mc a Clothier's Yard. A. 
Moufe, a Moufe, peace, hoal There's my Gauntlet ; VR 
prove it on a Giant : Bring up the brown Bills : O well 
flown Biid; th' White, V M White, — , 
Heugh! Give the Word, 

Ei^. Sweet Matjoram, 

Lenr. Pafs. 

Glo/t. I know tha( Voice; 

Zf. r. Ha ! Goueri! with a white Beard f They flat^^ 
ter'd me hke a Dog, and told me i had white Hairs on my 
Chin, before the black ones were there ; to iky ay and^ 
no to every thing that I faid : Ay and na too was no* 
good Divinity, When the Rain came- once to wet me,, 
and the Winds to make me chatter; when the Thunder 
wouM not peace at my bidding : There I found 'em,. 
xXiuc 1 fmek tliem out. Go to, they are not Men of 

E a th^ic* 
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t^eir Words ; they told me I was a King ; 'tis a Lye, 
1 Skm not Ague proof. 

GU/}, That Voice I well remember, i^'t not the Kings i 
Liar* Ay, every Inch a King ; when I do flar€» 
See how the Subje^l quakes. 
I pardon that Man's Life ; what was the Caafe ? 
>\iialtery ? Thou fhalt not die. Die tor Adultery I 
The Wren goes to't, and the fmall gilded FJy 
Fngenders in my Sieht. Let Copulation thrive ; 
l or Q/ofiers Ballard Son was kinder to his Father, 
Than were my Daughten, got i'th* Lawful Bed. 
To^t Luxury, Pe/I-MiiJ, for i lack Soldiers. 

GU/t. Not all my Sorrows paft fo deep have toucbM me. 
As theie &d Accents : Sight were now a Torment.— 

Lear. Behold that fimp'ring Lady, fhe thatftarts 
Ai i'kafurc's Name, and thinks her Ear profan'd 
■With the lead wanton Word ; wou'd you believe it. 
The File her, nor the pamperM Steed goes to't 
With fuch a riotous Appetite: Down from the Wafte 
they are Ceniaurs, though Women all above ; but to the 
Girdle do the Gods inherit, beneath is all the Fiends: 
there^s Hdl» there's Darkneis, the fulphurous ttnfathom'd.~ 
Fie! Fief Pah f— An Ounce of Civit, good Apo- 
thecary, to fwceten my Imagination.— There's Mo- 
ney for thee, 

G/o/t* Let me kifs that Hand. 

Lear, Let me wipe it fir ft ; it fmells of Mortality* 

G/aJi, Speak, Sir, do you know me ? 

Liar, I remember thy Eyes well enough : Nay, do 
thy worft, blind CupiW, I'll not love.— Read me tbia 
Challenge, mark but the penning of ir. 

Gh/t, Were all the Letters Suns, I couM not {ee. 

I wou'd not take this from Report ; wretched 
What will thy Virtue do, when thou ll.ait imd i^Coidelia t 
Hiis rreih Afdiclion added to the Tale 
iJt thy unparalici'd Griefs. 

Ltar. Read. 

CHoft. Wliat ! with this Cafe of Eyes f 

Lear, O ho f Are you there with me ? No Ey^s in 
your Head, and no Money in your Purfe? Yet yoi fee 
how this World goef. 
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Gloft> I fee it feelingly. 
' hear. What I Art mad! A Man may fee how this' 
World goes with no Eyes. Look with thy Ears; feef 

how yon Juftice rails on that fimple Thief ; lhake 'em- 
together, and the Hnl that drops, be it Thief, or Juftice,. 
u a Villain. " Thou hail ieen a Farmer's Dog bark at a>> 
Beggar. ^ 
Glo/t. Ay, Sir. 

Lear, And the Man ran fnrni. the Cur; there tliom 
might'ft behold the jereat Image of Authority^ a Dog's 
obey'd in Office. Thou Rafcal, Beadle,, hoid up thy 

bloody Hand, why doil thou lafh that Strumpet ? Thou 
hotly lulVil to enjoy her in that Kind for which thoa 
whip*ll: her; do, do, the Judge that fcntenc'd her has^ 
been before-hand with thee.. 

G/qft. How ftifF is my vile Senfe,. that yields not yet 

Lear, I tell thee the Ufurer hangs the Couz'ner ^ 
(hrough tatterM Robes fmall Vices do appear; Robes> 
and Foir^Gowns hide all : Place Sins with G#ld ; why- 
there 'tis for thee, my Friend, make much of it ; it has-- 
the Power to fed the Accuru 's Lips. Get thee glafs 
Eyes, and (like a fcurvy Pulicician) feem to fee the- 
Things thou doft not. Pull, pull oiF my i^oots j; hard^, 
harder; fo, fo. 

Gloft. O Matter and Imj^inency mixt ? 
Aeafon in Madnefs. 

Lear. If thou wilt weep my Fortunes, take my^Eyes,> 
I know thee well enough, thy Name is Ghfter. 
Thou rauft be patient, wc come crying hither ; 
Thou know'ft, the firll Time that wc taile the Air 
We wail and cry 1 il preach to thee, mark.. 

Edg, Break, laboring Heart. 

Lear* When we are born> we cry that we are come? 
To this great Stage of Fook*-..— . 

Enter tnm or three Genikmen.-. 

Gent. O ! here he is ; lay Hand upon him. Sir 
Ifiour dearcft Daughter fends — . ' 

Lear, No Refcue ? What ! A* Prifoncr ? I am event 
the natural Fool of Fortune: Ufc me well, you fha?l' 
have Ranfom.—- — Let me have Surgeons? Oh I lam. 
cut to th' Brains, 

E 3;. Gent*. 
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Gem. You (hall hav^ any Thing. 
£/irr. No Seconds? All mylelf? I will die bravely 
like a fmog Bridegroom, fluihM and pampered as a Pried's 

Whore, I am Kirg,* my Mafters, know ye that ? 

Gent. You are a Royal One, and we obey ) oii. 

Le^r. It V ere an excellent Stratagem to Ihoe a Troop 
of Hor:'e with Felt, 1 II put in proof. — —No Noiie, no 
Noife.— — Now will we fteal upon thcfe Sons-in-Law, 
and then Kill, kill, kill, kill! [Eat. Rufmmg. 

Ghft. A Si^ht moft moving in the meanelt Wretch, 
Pail fpeaking m a King. Now, good Sir, what are yoa ? 

A rauil: poor Man made tame to Fortune's Strokes, 
And prone to Pity by expcrienc'd Sorrows; give mc ) our 

(Hand. 

Cl^/t. You ever gentle Gods, take my Breath from me. 
And let not my ill uenias tempt me more 
To die before yoa pleafe. 

Enter Gonerir/ Genthmmi V/Ur. 

Genf* A proclaim^ Prize : O moil happily met. 
That Eye-lefs Head of thine was firfl framM Ftefh 
To ralfe my Fortunes ; tho j old unhappy Tiakor, 
The Sword is out that muft deflroy thee. 

G/ofi, Now let thy friendly Hand put Strength enough 

Gen/. Wherefore, bold Peafant, (to't- 
Dar*ft thou fupporl 8 publifh'd Traitor ? Hence, 
Left I deftroy thee too. Let go his Arm. 

Chill not let go^ Zir, without Vurther 'Cafion.- 

Gent. Let go, Slave, or thou dieft. 

f^. Good Gemlcman go your Gate, and let poor 
Volk pafs ; and chuM ha' bin' zwagger'd out of my 
Life, it WQu'd not a bin 7.0 long as 'tis by a Vort-Night. 

. —Nay, an' thou com'it near th' oki Man, I'ft try 

whether your Coftard or my Ballow be th' hardei. 

Genf. Out Dunghill, 

Edg. ChiU pick your Teeth, Zir; come, no Matter 

Voines. ' ■ • 

Gefrf. Slave, thou haft flain me; oh 1 untimely Death I 
£(i^ I know tiice well, a lei viceable Villain^ 

As dateous to the Vices of thy Millrcfi^ 

Ai Luft coa'd wifli, 

G/o/t. Whit I is he deadf 



Digitized by Google 



King LEAR. 55 

Idg. Sit you. Sir, and reft you. 
This is a Letter Carrier, and may have 
Some Papers of Intelligence, that may ftand 
Oar Party in good (lead to know. » What-s here? 

[Takes a Letter duf of his Pocket i opens ^ and reaJil 
To Edmund Earl of GloiUr* 

Let our mutual Lo'ves be remember d, you haue mau^ 
Opportunities to cut htm f>ff\ If te return the 
(Jon quit or 9 then I nfn Jiill a Prifiner^ and his 
Bed my Gomli from the loath'' d Warmth of 
twitch deUvit me^ amd J^fffy thi Place fir pthr 
Labour* 

Gonevll. 

A Plot upon her Hu (band's Life, 
And the Exchange my Riother !— Here tli' Sands- 
Til ra-'e thee up, thou MeiTcnger of Luft, 
Griev'd only thnt thou h.adil no orhcr Deaths-Man. 
In Time and Place convenient Til produce 
Thefe Letters to the Sight of th' in}itr*d Duke, 
As beft fhail fer\'e our Purpofe ; come, your Hand. 
Far off methinks I l(car the beaten Drum ; 
Come, Sir, I will beftow you with a Friend. [Sxemnt. 

A Cbumbir, Lear afleep on a Couch ; Cordelii and 
Attendants flandin^ by him. 

Cord. Hi'^ Sleep is found, and may have good £&ct 
To cure his jarring Senfes, and repair 
This Breach of Nature. 

Ph)f,We have employed the utmoft PowV of Art, 
And this cGeep Reft will perfeA our Defign. 

Cord. O Keganj Gonirill Inhuman Sifters* 
Had he not been your Father, thefe white Hairs 
Had ciiailciig'd fare fomc Pit) I Was this a Face 
To be expob'd again ft the jarring Winds? 
My Enemy's Dog, though he had bit me, fhou'd (to him.' 
Have ilood that Night agaiaii my Fire.-^e wakes, fpeak 

Gent, Madam, do you s 'tis titteft. (jefty ? 

Cw^d. How does my royal Lord ? How fiunes your Ma* 

Liar. You do me Wrong to take me out o'th'Grave. 
Ha I is this too a World of Cruelty ? 
1 ki c V rny Privilege : think not that I will 
Be ub'd like a wretched ivloiuli No, 
No moie of thau Cord. 



Digitized by 



'j5^ The History (f 

Cord, Speak to nic. Sir ; whom am I ? 

Lear. You are a Soul in Elifs; but I am bounds 
Upon a Wheel of Fire, wiudi my owa Tears 
Do fcald like molten JL^d. 

Cord* Sir, do you know me ? 

Liar. You are a Spirit, I know j where did you die >: 
. Ori/l Still, iliU, far wide. (compos J 

P^yi Madam, he*s fcarce awake; he'll foon grow more 

L{ar, Where have I been ? Where am I ? Fair Day* 
I am mightily abus'd, J Hiou d even die with Pity (Light h 
To fee another thus. • I will not fweai' 
Thefe arc my Flands, 

Cord, O look upon me. Sir, 
And hold your Hands mSXt&xsg over me f nay. 
You muii not kneeh 

Liar. Pray do not mock me. 
r am a very foolilh fond old Man, 
Fourfcore and upward ; and to deal plainly with yoa, 
I fear I am not in my perfcft Mind. 

Cord, Nay, then farewell to Patience : Witnefs for me». 
Ye mighty Pow'rs, I ne'er complained 'till now f 

Lear. Methinks I fhou'dknow you, and know this Man, 
Vet I am doubtful, for I am mainly ignorant 
What Place this is i and aU the SkiU I have 
Ki^members not thefe Garments ; nor do I know 
Where I did'fleep lail iNight.— Pray do not mock me^. 
For, as I am a Man, I think tliat Lady 
o be my Child Cordelia. 

Cord, O my dear, dear Father I 

Liar. Be your Tears wet ? Yes faith rpray do not weep, . 
I know I have giv'n.thec Caufe, and am fo humbled 
With Crofles fmce,. that I cou*d a& 
Forgivenefs of thee, were it poffible 
That thou couMft grant it ; but Fm well affur'd 
Thou can'ft not ; therefore i do ftand thy JulUce : 
If thou haft Poifon for me 1 will drink it, 
Blefs thee, and die* 

Cord. O pity. Sir, a bleeding Heart, and ceafe.. 
This killing Language. 

Lear, Tell me. Friends, where am I ? 
Hint. In your owu Kuigdam, Sic. 
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Lear, Do not abufe me. 

Gent. Be comforud, good Madam, for the Viekacc 
Of his Dillemper's paft ; weUl lead hin> in, ' • 
Nor trouble hun, 'till he is better fettled. 
Wil't pleafe you. Sir, walk into freer Air ? 

Liar. You muft bw with me^ I am Old and FooliOi. 

Cord. The Gods reftore yon.— —Hark, Ihearafiur 
The beaten Drum. Old Kent^ a Man of Word. 

Oh ! for an Arm 

Like the fierce Thunderer's, when the Earth-born Son* 

Storm'd Heaven, to fight this injured Father's Battle I 

That I couM fhift my Sex, and dye mc deep 

In his Oppofer's Blood I But as I may. 

With Womens Weapons, Piety and Prayers, . 

I'll aid his Caufe.—— Yon never erring Gods 

Fight on his Side, and thunder on his Foes 

SuchTempefts as his poor ag'd Head fufta n'd. 

Your Image fufFers when a Monarch bleeds. 

'Tis your own Caufe, for that your Succours brings 

Revenge y ourfelves, and right an injured King. 

EMd of the Fourth A£i. 




A C T V. 

SCENE, A Camp. 
Enter Goneril and Attendants. 



Gott, 




UR Sifter's PowVs already are arriv'd^ 
And Ihe herfelfhas promised to prevent 
The Night with her Approach ; Have 
} oa provided (on 
The Banquet 1 bt fpokc for her Recepti* 
At my Tent i 

Jit 
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Alt, So, pleafe your Grace, we have. 

(Jon, But thou, my Prifor.ei , muft prepare the Bowl 
That crowns this Banquet i when our Mirth is high^ 
The Trumpets foundings and the Flutes replying. 
Then is the Time to sive this fatal Dfaught 
TlB^ this Imperious Sii&r i if then our Aims fuoceed, 
Eimund^ more dear than Viftory, is mine ; 
But if defeat, or Death itfelf attend n>e, 
'Twill charm my Gholl; lo tiiink I've left behind me 
No happy Rival. Heark, fhe comes. [ Trumpet. [^ExiUMt^ 

Enter Baftard in his Tent. 

Baft. To both thefe Sifters have I fwern my Love^ 
Each jealous of the other, as the Stung 
Are of the Adder ; neither can be held 
If both remain alive ; where fhall I fix T 
Cormval is dead, and Rega»*s empty Bed 
Seems caft by Fortune for me, but already 
I have enjoy 'd her, and bright Goneril 
With equal Charms brings dear Variety, 
And y^ untailed Beauty ; I will ufe 
Her HuA)and's Countenance for the Battle, then 
Ufurp at once his Bed and Throne. , [Enter OfficirK 
My trully Scojits y'are well retsmM i have ye defcryU , 
The Strength and Pofture of the Enemy ? 

Of, We have, and were furprisM to find . 
The banifh'd Kent rcturnM, and at their Head j 
Your Brother Ed^ar on the Rear ; old GiojUr 
(A moving Spedacle) led through their Ranks, 
Whoft: powerful Tongue, and more prevailing Wrongs,. 
Have lo enraged their ruftick Spirit, that with 
Th' approaching Dawn we mull expe^ their Battle. 

Baft, You -bring a welcome Hearing ; each to his Charge » 
Line well your Bianksi and fiaod on your Award. 
To Night repofe you ; I'th' Mom we'll give 
The Sun a Sight that fliall be worth his rifing. \^Exeunt^ 

SCENE, a Valley near the Camp. 

Enter Edgar and Gloller. 
Edg, Herej Sir, you take the Shadow of this Tree 

Sot 

/ 
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For your good Hoft 1 pray that the Right may thrive : 
If ever I return to you again, 

I'JI bring you Comfort. [£jr//, 

GUji. Thanks, friendly Sir ; 
The Fortune your good Caufc deferves betide you. 

An Alarm ; afur nvhlch Glofter /peaks. 

The Fight grows hot ; the whole War's now at work. 

And the goar'd Battle bleeds in every Vein, 

Whilft Drums and Trumpets drown loud Slaughter'9 Roar«, 

Whereas Qhfiir now, that iis'd to head the Fray, 

And (cour the Ranks where deadlieft Danger lay } 

Here, like a Shepherd, in a lonely Shade, 

Idle, unarmed, and liikning to the Fight ; . 

Yet the difabkd Courfer, maim'd and blind. 

When to the Stall he hears the rattling War, 

Foaming with Rage, tears up the batter 'd Ground^ 

And tugs for Liberty. 

No more of Shelter thou blind Worm, but forth 
To th* open Field, the War may come this Way» 
And arum thee into Reft. ■ Here lie thee down^ 
And tear the Earth ; that Work befits a Mole. 

O dark Belpair ! When, Edgar ^ wilt thou come 
To pardon, and difmifs me to the Grave ? \^ A Retreat^ 
Heark I A Retreat, the King has lod, or won. [/Qunded. 

Rt-entir Edgar, bloody, 

Edg. Awzy^ old Man, give me your Hand, away I 
King Lear has loft ; he and his Daughter ta^en : 
And this, ye Gods, is all that I canfave 
Of this moft precious Wreck ; give me your Hand. 

Gloft. No farther. Sir ; a Man may rot, even here. 

Edg. What ! In ill Thoughts again ? Men muft en- 
Their going hence, ev'n as their coming hither. (dure 

Gloft. And that's true too. [^Extunt, 
£louriJh» Entir in Omqueft^ Albany, Goneril, Regan^ 
fiaflard.— -Lear, Kent, Cordelia, Frifonm* 

Alb, It is enough to have conquered. Cruelty 
ShouM ne*er furvive the Fight. Captain o*th* Guards^ 
Treat well your royal Prifoners, *till you have 
Our farther Orders, as you hold our Pleafure. 

Gqu. HcarkI Sir^ not as you hold our Husband's Plea* 
fure^ [7(9 the Captain afide^ 

But 
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'Bat as you hold your Life, difpatch your Pm'ners. 
Our Empire can have no fure Settlement 
But in their Death ; the Earth that covers them 
£inds fail our Throne. Let me hear they are dead, 

Capt, I ftmll obey your Orders. 

Bafi» Sir, I approve it fafidl to pronounce 
Sentence of Death upon this wretcned King^ 
Whofe Age has Charms in it, his Title more, 
To dravv the Commons once more to iu5 ^idc ; 
•Twere beft prevent • 

j^/k Sir, by your Favour, 
J hold you but a Subjcd of this War, 
iN ot as a Brother. 

Rigan. That*s as we liA to grace him. . 
Have yon forgot that he did lead our Pow Vs ; 
Bore the Commiffion of oar Place and Perfon i 
And that Authority may well iland up, 
Arid call itfelf your Brother, ' 

Gon. Not fo hot, ' . ^ 

In his o\^'n Merits he exalts himfplf 
More than in your Addition. 

Enter Edgar dt^uisd. 

Alb. What art thoa? 

Edg, Pardon me. Sir, that I prefume to ibp 
A Prince and Conqueror, yet 'ere you triumph. 

Give Lar to what a Stranger can dcli\ cr 

Of what concerns you more than Triumph can. 

I do impeach your General there of Treafon, 

Lord Edmur.d^ that ufurps the Name of Glofter^ 

Of fouleft Fiadtice *gainA your Life and Honour ; 

Tiiis Charge is true : and wretched though 1 feem^ 

I can i^roduce a Champion that will prove 

In fmgle Combat what I do avouch, 

If Edmund dares but truft his Caufe and Sword. 

Bajl, What will not Edmund dare ! My Loid, I beg 
The Favour that you'd inftantly appoint 
The Place where I may meet this Challenger, 
Whom 1 will facrificc to ray wrong'd fame ; 
Remember, Sir, that injured Honour's nice. 
And cannot brook Delay. 

Alb. Anon, before our Tent^ i*th* Army's View, 
There let the Herald cry, EJg. 
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Edg, I thank your Highnds in my Champion's Name : 
^Ttle'Jl wait your Trumpet's Call, 

• Mk. Lead. {E)6wntn 
Manent Lear, K.eitt» Coxdfilia, ffutrded^ 

Lear. O AV«r, Cordelia ! 
You are the onfy Pair that I e'er wrong'd, 
ibid theidft Ora have niad^ you Wiftieflks 
Of my JDifgrace $ tke yety Swuftie of Foftuni^ 
To 6fc me ditiii'd tod fliftckfcdat thcA Year« I . 
Yet were you but Spe6lato!rs of my Woci, 
I\ot FeJiow-SoiFerers, all were well ! 

Cord, This Language, Sir, adds yet to our AfHiftion. 

Lear, Thou, Kent, didit hertd the Troops that fought 
Bxpos'd thy Life and Fortunes for a Mailer (my ^tUe^ 
That had (as 1 raaanber) banifli'd thee. 

Kent. Pardon me» Sir, that once I broke your Oldcrs : 
Smi&Vl by yon* I kept aie hm di%ius'd 
To watch jour Airttmc% sad procefl; your P^rfito i 
yon kdxm ydu entertain*d a rough Mont Fdl^t^ 
One Cajus^ and you thought he did you Service. 

Lear. My truily,Ca;'«/, I have loft him too l \JFeepsi 
.'Twas a rough Honefty. 

Kent. I was that Cajus, 
l^ifipus^ m that coarfe drefs> to foHow you. 

£Mr. My Ceumtm I Wer't thou my tnifty Qgutf 
Eaooghy cnoagh, n m i i ii 

C9ri. Ahme, hefiuntsl his Blood ii»fiAEdiliifX2bl«k« 
Help, Ktnt. 

Lear. No, no, they fhall not fee us weep, 
We'll fee them rot firft. — rGuard^ kad away, to prifcm • 
Come Kent^ Cor delta ^ come ; 
We two will fit alone, like Birds i'th' Cage ; 
When thou dofl afk me Bleffing, I'll kneel down . 
And «kof . thee Fofgivenefs ; thus we'll live, 
And pray, apd fing, and tell old Tides, jawt laugh 
' At riided Butter-fiies I fatar Sycopfattits 

Talk of Court News, and we'll talk with tliem too, • ' 

Who lofcs and who wins, who's in, who's out. 

And take upon us the Myftcry of Thiags, 

As if we were Flcav'ns Spies. . ' 

^ Cnd. Upon iiich &uui£ces.. 

F The 
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The Gdds diemlelves throw Inceofe. 

Ltar. Have 1 caught ye ? 
He that parts us muft bring a Brand from Heaven: 
Together we'll out-toil die Spire of Hell, ' 
And die the Woadera of the World ; away. 

Fhwrilb* Enter btfori tli Tims, Albany, Gdneril, 
R^^an, Gumrdi and AiUndamn % Goneril fiemUwg 
part t9 the Cafimh •/ ibe Gusuris etUmHng. (maud 
Gon. Here's Gold for thee, Aoa know^ft our late Cdn* 

Upon your Prisoners Lives; about it ftraigh^ and at 
Our Ev'niiig Banquet let it raifc our MirtE^ 
To hear that they arc dead. 

Cafi. I ihall not fail your Orders. \^Ex^ 

Albany, Goneril, R^^y iah ibeir Stats* 
Jib. Now, Glofter, truftlo thy fingle Virtue ; for thy 
AU levied in my Name, have in my Name (Soldieiit 
Took thdr Difcharge : now let our Tmmpoti ipeak> 
And Hemld read out this. [HermU rmdsi 

If any Man of ^ality^ njjithin thi Lifts of the 
Armf^ nvili maintain upon Edmund, fuppos'^d 
Earl of Glofter, that he is a manifold ^raitor^ 
lit him appear by the third Sosmd of tbi Trum^ 
fiil hi it Md in bis Dif(mei . Agen. 

^m."' [TraM^iMUf^oHrJhmmiim 
Enttr Edgar mus^d^ . 

. dUht Lwi £ cigar f ' . . , 

Bajl. Ha ' My Brother ? 

This is the. only Combatant tliat I cou'd fear, : . 
For in my Breaft Guilt duels on his Side : 
But, Conicicnce, what Aave I to do with thee i 
Awe thou thy duU legitimate Slaves $ but I 
Was bom a I;ibertine, and fo I keep me. 

£dg. My noble Prince, a Woxd «f ere we engag^^ 
Into your Highnels^s Hands I give this Papers- 
It will the Truth of my Impeaclmient prove. 
Whatever be my Fortune in the Fight. 

Jlh. We ihali perufe it. 

Edg. Now, Edmund, draw thy Sword, 
That if my Speech has wronged a noble Heart, 

Thy Arm may do thee JuiUce : Here Vtbl Prefence 

Of 
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Of this high Prince, thefe Queens, and this Crdwn'd Lift 
I brand thee with the fpottcd Name oi I raitor ; 
Falfe to thy Gods, thy Father, and thy Brother, 
And what is more, thy Friend, falfe to this Prince i 
If thyen thou lliarll a Spark of Glofler% Virtue^ 
Acquit thyfelf ; or if thou ihar'ft his Couragej, 
Meet this Defiance braveljr. 

Baft, And dares Ei^urr 
The beaten rented Edgar^ brave his Conqueror ? 
From all thy Troops and Thee I fore d the Field : 
Thou haft loil the gen'ral Stake, and art thou now 
Come with thy petty finale Stock to play 
This after Game? 

Edg, Half- blooded Man, 
Thy Father's Sin hrll, then his Punifhment ; 
The dark and vicioas Place where he begot thee 
Coil him his Eyes ; from thy licentious IVlothes 
Thou draw'ft thy Villany ; bat fcr thy Part, 
Of GUftr't Blood, I hold thee worth my Swords 
Bafi, Thou bear'ft thee on thy Mother's Piet}> 
Which I defpife ; thy Mother being chaftc. 
Thou art affur'd tiioa art but G;V/cv 's Son : 
But mine, difdaining Coiiilancy, leaves me 
To hope tliat I ?.m tprung from nobler Bloody 
And po&bly a King might be my Sire : 
But be my Birth's uncertain Chaince as ^twill. 
Who 'twas that had the Hit to Father me 
I know nof ; *tis enough that I am I : 
Of this one Thing Tm cercain,!--~that I have 
A daring Soul, and fo have at thy Heart. 
Sound Trumpets. [.^ighi», Baftard falli^ 

Gon. and Reg, Save him, fave him.. 
Gon* This was Pradice, G/a^tr; 
Thou won Ml the Field, and was not bound to fight 
A vauquiih'd Enemy. Thou au not coniiaer'dy. 
But couz^ned and betrayM. 

M. Shut your Mouth, Lady, 
Or with this Pftper I ihall ftop it.«-Hold, Madam t 
Thoa worfe than any Name, read thy own Evil- 
No tearing. Lady, I perceive you know it. 




The 
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•The Laws nrc mine, not thine. 

iMoil monirrousf Haf Thou know'ft it toa ? 
Ba/i. Afk me not what 1 know, • 
I have not Breath to anfwcr idle Queflions. 

I am refolv'd'— Your Kigk, brav« Sir, hat 
. conquered. [T^ Edgar. 

Along with me, I muft confuh yowr Father, [f^r. Aifaoajr 
Reg. Help every Hand to faro a noble life ; (WEdg. 
My hairo'rh' Kingdom' for a Man of Sm ' 
'i o Hop this precious Stream. 

L*nJ}, Away ye Empiricks, 
Torment me not with your vain Offices ; 
The Sword hr^.^ pierc'd too far; Legiiimacj 
At lafl has got it. 

Reg. The Pride of Nature dies. 
Got:. Away, theMinutesare too precious I 
•DiAurb us^ot witk thy impertinent So^owc. 
Reg. Art thou my Kival then profeil } 
Gon, Why, was our Love a Secret ? CottM tkcEt bO ' 
Pcii.iry I>ke iiziiie, and Gallantry like Lis, 
And not a mutual Love ? J aft Nature then 
Had err'd. Behold that Copy of Perfcdion, 
That Youth \yho^*e Story will have no foul Fagc, 
But where it Ays he rtoopt to R/gan^s Arms : 
VvMiich yet was but Compliance, not Afie&laoftf 
A Charity to begging, ruin'd Beauty ! 
Meg. Who be'gg d when G^tUril writ that i Expok it, 

[fkrows bit a 
And let it bfe your Army's Mirth, as 'twas 
This charming Youth^s and mine, when in the Bow'r 
He b/eath'd tJie vvarmeft Extafies of Love ; 
Then panting on my Brcail, cry'd, matciUefe Ms^auf 
That Qoneril and tiiou ihou'd e'er be kia I 

Qon Die, GfiY// for thy Charms are at an End \ 
Expire before rvf Face, and let me fee 
How well that boafted Beauty will become 
Congealing Blood, and Death's convnlifve Pangs : 
Die and be hufh'd ; for at my 7>nt lall Night 

diank'ft thy Tanc, amidll tliy rev'ling Bowls : 
Ha ! Doll tiiuu iiiiilc ? Js then thy Death thy Sport ? 
Or has tlie truily F^uion made thee mad I • 
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Reg. Thon com'ft as ihon of me in thy Rerenge^ . 
As in my G/ofiir's Lave ; my Jealoufy 
Itifpir'd me to prevent thy feeble Ma!ke» 

And poilon dit:e at thy own BaiKjuet. 
Gon, Ha! • 

Ba/^. No more, my Qiieens, of this untimely Strife^. 
You both deferv'd my Love, and both poflell iu 
Come, Soldiers, bear me in ; and let 
YourRoyalPrefenoe grace my laft Minutes;: 
Now, Edgar^ thy proud Conqaeft I forgive : 
Wlio wottM not chufe, like me, to jdeld his BreatKji 
T' have Rival Queens contend for him in Death 4' 

SCEN E,.^ Pr^^/r,. 

LicaiaflHpu witb bit Hisd ox Corddia^t Lapi 

Cord. What Toils, thou wretched King; haft thon en*^ 
To make theedraw^: in Chains, a Sleep fo found ? (dur.^d 
7hy better Angel charm thy ravifli'd Mind 
With fancy'd Freedom ; Peace is us'd to lodge 
On Cottage Straw. Thou hafl the Beggar's Bed, 
Therefore (hould'ft have the Beggar's careleii Thoughti 
And now, my FJgar, I remember thee : 
What Fate has ieiz'd thee m this general Wreck 
. I know not, but I know thou mokbe wretched,.. 
Becaufe Cordelia holds thee dear* (Jmtlgir 

0 Gods I A fudden Gloom o'^er-whelms* me^.and thar 
Of Death o*er-i^reads the P]ace.^Ha I Who are thefe t 

Captain and Officers nvith Cords. 

Cnpt. Now, Sirs, di;^a:cli j ah cady you are paid 
In Part, the Beft of your Reward's to come. * (hnlt?, 

Lear, Charge, charge upon their Flank, their- laft^ ing^ 
Pufh, p']fh the Battle, and the Day's our. own,. 
Their Ranks are broke, down with Albcr^^ 
Who holds my Hands ?— — .Q thou deceivlpg Sleep,, 

1 wa3 this very Minute on the Chace ; 

And now a Prifoncr here.— — ^What mean the. Slaves 
You. wlU.not marder me ? 

< 
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C^r^ 'Help, Earth and Heaven! 
For year So ah laLc, dear Sirs, and for the Gods. 

OJi. No Tear;, ^ood Lady ; no pleading againft Gold 
Come, Sirs, make readv your Cords. (and Preferment, 

Cord. You,. Sir, VUklvt^, 
Yfjhx have a human Forin, and if no Prayers 
Can touch yoar Soui to fparc a poor King's Ltfc, ^ 
If there be any thing that you hold dear, • 
By that I beg you to difpatch m<s firtt. 

Capf, Comply with herReqi^eft; difoatch her fiift. 

Uir, 0?c Hcll-Hounds, by the Gods I charge you fpare 
'Tis my Cordelia J my true pious Daughter; (herj 

Ko pity r Nay, then take an old Man's Vengeance. 

Snatches a Parti/an^ and fir ikes do^.vn tnvo of them i 
the reft quit Cordelia, and turn upon him* 
Enter Edgar aud Albany. 

Ed^. Death ! Hdl \ Ye Vultures, hold your impious 
Or take a fpeedier Death than you woti'd give, (Hands^ 
' d?//. fey whofe Command 7 • 
^ Edg. Behold the Duke, your Lord. 

Jib. G laids, ici/ t thofe InHruments of Crudtjr. . 

Cord, My Ed^^ar, Oh ? * 

Edg. My f^car Cordelia f Lucky was the Minute 
Of our Approach ; thcGod^ have weigh'd our Sufferings j 
W are paft the Fire, and now muil ihine to Ages. 

Gent, took here, my Lotd, fee where the generous 
Hjs flainPtwb of 'em. (King 
• Lear. Did I not, Fdlow ? 
I've feen the Day, with my gpod l>ichi| Faulchion 
I co'i'd have made 'em fkip : I am Old bow, 
And thefe vile CrofTcs fpoil me ; out of Breath, 
Fie, oh ! quite out of Breath, and fpent. * . 

y^Ih. Bring in old Kent ; and, Edgar, guide you hither 
Your Father, whom yoa faid was near; ' Edg^. 
He may be an Ear-Witnefs at the ieaft 
Of our Pro€eeding$. [Kent trought in her^i 

Liar. Who' are you ? 
My Eyes are none o'th*.beft. Ml tell you ftreight j 
O . Albany! WeH, Sif, wc are your Captives, , 
Arid you arc come to fee Death pafs updn'ns. 
Yvhy this Delay ? -«-Qr w't your Highncu Pieafure 

To 
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To give us firft the Torture ? Say ye fo ? 

Why here's olA Ktni and I, as tough a Pair 

As e'er kgstp Tyrant's Stroke. ■ B ut my C§rdtliat 

My poor (hrAOa here, O pity 

JiL Take off their Cliams,-r-fT|iOB injurM Majeftj^ 
The Wheel of Fortune now has modeller Cin:Ie> 
And Bleffings yet ftapd 'twixt thy Grave and thee. 

Lear. Com'ft thou, inhuman Lord, to iooth us baclf 
To a Fool's Paradife of Hope, to make 
Our Dcnqpi more wr<?tched i Go to, we are too well 
Acquainted widi Misfor^ini^, to be guU'd 
With lying Hope ; no, we will hope no more. [ 

M. iSavcaTrfet'uiifoM, fo AH of Wondcj? 
As cannot meet an eafy Faith 5 
But by that Royal injured Head \h true. 

Kent* Whcit woa'd your Highnefs f 

jf/h. Know, the noble Edgar ^ 
I m peach' d Lord Edmund, fincc the Fight, of Treafofij^ 
And dar'd him for the Proof to lingle Combat, 
In which the Gods confirmed his Charge by Conau^i 
I left ev*n now the Traitor wounded mortally 1 

Liar* An4 whither tends this Story ? 

Jib, *Erc they foueht. 
Lord Edi^ar gave into my Hand thb Paper i . 
A blacker Scroll of Trcafon and of Lull, 
Than can be found in the Records of Hell ^ * '. , 
There, facred Sir, behold the Charader ' ' ' 
Of Gonerily the worll of Daughters, but 
Mpre vippus Wife. ' 

Cord. Co^'d there be yet Addition to their Quik f 
What will not they that wrong a FaAer do ? 

Since then my Iniitrie^, Lear^ fall in with thine;,! 
I have refolv*d the fame Redrefs for both- 

Kent* What fays my Lord ? 

Cord. Speak, lor methought I heard 
The charming Voice of a defcending God. 

Alb. ri\e Troops by Edmund rais'd, I have dilbandcdi 
Thoie that remain a^e under my Command. 
What Comfort may be brought toxhear your A^e, 
And heal your favage Wrongs, ftaU be apply Mi ' 
to your Majefly we do refign 

i Your 
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Your Kingdom, fave what |*ait j'ourleif coofec'd 
On us in Marriage. 

Kent. Hear you that, my Liege ? 

CarJ* Then they are God$» and Virtue b their Carc» 
' LiOt* Is't poffibie ? 
Xet the Spheres ftop their Courfe^ the Sun make halt» 
The Winds be hufhM, the Seas and Fountains reil ; 
All Nature paufe, and liften to the Change. 
' Where is my Kent, my Cajus 'i 
' Ktnt, Here, my Liege, 

Lear. Why I have News that will recall thy Youth i 
Ha ! Did\ft thou hear't, or did th' infpiring Gods 
Whifp^'to me alone ? Old Z^ar iball W 
A King again. 

K»nt, The Prince, that like a God has PowV, has faid it; 

£#01-. Cordelia then (hall be a Queen, mark that : 
Cordelia lhall be a ^^ueen ; Winds catch tlic Sound,. 
And bear it on your roiy Wings to Heav'n— 
Cordelia is a Queen. 

Re-enter Edgar ^itb Gloiler. 

j^lb. Look, Sir, where pious Edgar comes,. 
Leading his Eyelefs Father. O my Liege ! 
His wond'rous Story well deferves your Leifure i 
What be has done and fufierM for your Sake,. 
What for the fair Corde/ia's* 

Gloft, Where's my Liege ? Condu^ me to his Knees, to 
His fccond Birth of Empire : My dear Edgar (hail 
Has, with himfejf, reveal'd the King's hicft Rellauration. 

Lear. My poor-dark Glojler. 

Gdoft. O let me kiis that once more fcepter'd Hand ! 

ttar. Hold, thou miflake'ft the Majefty»v kneel here 
Cordelia has our PowV, Cordelia^s Queen. 
Speak, is not that the noble fnFnng Bdgar t 

Gloft, My pious Son, more dear uaa my loft Eyes^ 

hemr, I wrongM him too, butliere's the fair Amends,. 

Edg, Your Lfavc, u\y Licgc, for an umvdcojiie Meflagc*- 
^ Edffiund (but that's a Trifle) is expired. 
^ What more will touch you, your imperious Daughters,^ 
Coneril and haughty Rcgr.n, both are dead. 
Each by the other poilon d at a^an^ueX ; 
Tfais^ dying, they confe(s*d«. 
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CmI. O iiital Period of iU-govtm'd Uk ! 

Liar. Ingrateful as they were, my Heart feels ye( 
A Pang of Nature for their wretched FaU.*--^ ^ 
But, Edgar ^ Idefisrthy k))5l tdO. lpn§: * 
Thou ferv'M iSSa^^i <SorMta ; take her crowii^d^ 
Th' imperial Grace frefti blooming on her Brow ; 
Nay, Gloftery thou haft here a Father's Right, 
Thy helping Hand t'hcap Bk flings on their Heads. * 

Kent, Old Ketit throws in his hearty Wiftics too. 

Ed^. The Gods and ypu top largely recompei^^ 
Wigit I have done ; the Gift ftrikes Merit dumb. 

Cord. Nctr ^ | bjiafii to own myfelf o^er-paid 
For all my SuiTrings paft. 

Gloft. Now, gentle Gods, give Glofter his Difchiarge* 

Leat\ No, Gio/tef'y thou haft Buliners yet %i Lifei 
Thou, Kenty and I, retired to lome clofe Cell, 
Will gently pafs our (hort Refer vcs of Time 
In c^lm Reiledions on our Fortunes paft^ 
Cheer'-d with Relation of the prb%)6n>iu Reiga 
Of this celeftial Pair ; thus our Remains 
f hall in an even Coarle of Thoughts be paft^ 
Enjoy the prefent Hour, nor fear the laft. 

Edg* Our drooping Country now ere^ls her Head, 
Peace fprcads her balmy Wings, and Plenty blooms* 
Divine Cordelia y all the Gods can witnefs 
How much thy Love to Empire I prefer! 
Thy bright £xainple (hall coiiiviouce ti&e Worl4 
(Whatever Storms of Fortune are decreed) 
f hat Truth find Vktv^ OaU fit laft %»eed^. ^ 
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Spoken by Mrs. BarrYi. 

INconJiancyy the reigning Sin oilf Age^ 
Willjcarce endure true Lovers 01^ tie Stagti 
Ton hardly ev^n in PUr/s with fucb difpence^ 
And Poets kill 'em in their own Defence. 
Tet one bold Proof I was refolv'd to give^ 
Thai I eou^d three Hours Conflaney out-Uvi. 
Ton fear ^ perhaps whilft on the Stage w^are mad* 
Such Saints^ we jhall ipdeed take up the Trade: 
Sometimes we threaten^ — Inet our Virtue may 
For Truth (I fear) with your Pit-Vabntr weigh: 
For (net to flatter either) Imuch doubt 
IVbeu we are off the Stage^ and you are out 9 
Wo are not quite fo coy^ nor you fb fiout. 
We talk of Nunneries^-^^but^ to be fineere^ 
iVboever lives to fee us eloijlerd tbere^ 
May hope to met our Criticks at Tangier. 
• • • For 



Digitized by Google 



EPILOGUE. 

For Siame give over this inglorious Trade 
Of worrying PoeUt Mdgo maul th^ Alcade, 
We^l^^eyariaUf9rU^fii'ringintbePi(y ' 
Tie Plafs Reviver Immbly does admit 
Tour ais^kte Pow'r to damn bis Part of it. 
ButftiU fo marrf Majler-Toucbes Jbine 
Of that vqfi Hand that frft kid this Defign^ 
Tbat in great Sh2ksii^^sRigbt^ be^s bold to fcy^ 
If you Uke notbingyou bave feen to-day^ 
The Play your Judgment damns ^ not you the Play. 

FINIS. 
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